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SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO 
Attack Decay Sustain Release 

Wichita is very proud to release the stunning 
debut album from renowned production / DJ 
duo, Simian Mobile Disco. 

iDJ "The perfect dance album - 5/5" 
i-D "Everything you need from an amped 
up party album" 

Includes It's The Beat', 1 Believe' and 'Hustler' 

RELEASED JUNE 18th ON CD, LP and 
LTD DOUBLE CD 




THE CRIBS 

Men's Needs, Women's 

Needs, Whatever 

The highly acclaimed third album from 
the UK's finest punk rock brothers. 
Produced by Alex Kapranos of Franz 
Ferdinand, this sees the band take their 
trademark sound to new heights. 

NME ALBUM OF THE WEEK 

"The sexiest dirty pop record of the year" 

CLASH "an album full of spikey delights" 

ROCK SOUND "A triumph for honest and 
un-pretentious guitar music" 

Q "Superb - 4/5" 

Includes the single Men's Needs. 

OUT NOW ON CD, LP and 
LTD CD/DVD BOXSET 




LOS CAMPESINOS! 
You! Me! Dancing! 

The second single from this Cardiff seven 
piece is already an anthem. This is a new 
recording by Dave Neufeld (Broken Social 
Scene) and includes It Started With A Mixx' 
on the b-side. 

OUT NOW 
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MEG BAIRD 
Dear Companion 

We are very proud to release the debut solo 
album by Meg Baird of Espers. A hauntingly 
beautiful album of covers, traditionals and 
two of Meg's own songs, fans of Espers 
should not miss this! 

OUT NOW 




Wichita 



www.wichita-recordings.com 




MALAJUBE Trompe-UOoil 

"Like The Beatles if they'd signed to Sub-Pop. Brilliant tunes... 
Superb" 8/10 NME 

"Though they sing in French, Malajube crash through the language 
barrier through the sheer force of their gorgeous melodies and 
playful invention." 4/3 Q 

"Malajube gorge greedily on the lustrous harmony-laden Britpop prog of 
Supergrass and Super Furry Animals, with a hint of Gogol Bordello's 
boisterous carnival punk" 4/5 Uncut 

"Warped and truly wonderful" The Fly 

"Chaotic free wheeling psych -pop" Time Out 

CD & LP OUT NOW 

Includes the single Montreal -40°C 
7" & Download 
Released 18th June 



APOSTLE OF HUSTLE National Anthem Of Nowhere 

The second album from Andrew Whiteman of Broken Social Scene. 

"A culturally mobile album... adds German electronica to African and 
Cuban sounds... eclectic and addictive" Uncut 

CD OUT NOW 
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THE JAI ALAI SAVANT Flight Of The Base Delegate 

After recent tours with The Gossip, The Flesh and Ted Leo & The Pharmacists, 
The JaiAlai Savant release their first album for City Slang. Coming over like the 
twisted grandchildren of Bad Brains, Flight Of The Bass Delegate mashes 
King Tubby dub basslines with corrosive DC Punk riffs. 

ALBUM RELEASED 11TH JUNE 



DIGITAL SLANG 

Six songs available for free from cityslang.com! 
Hear a song from both of these albums, plus new City Slang signing, 
The JaiAlai Savant, as well as rare tracks from Lambchop, Calexico and 
Justine Elect ra when you visit www.cityslang.com and follow links to 
Digital Slang - download all six songs for free. 

www. city slang, com 

COMING SOON ON CITY SLANG: 

O 9 DEATH - Head Home - CD album released August 6th 
CARIBOU - Andorra - CD album released August 20th 
MENOMENA - Friend Or Foe - CD album released September 10th 



slang 



For more info visit these links: 

http://www.malajube.com http://www.myspace.com/apostleofhustle 
http://savant.paintthesky.org http://www.myspace.com/odeath 
http://www. caribou, fml http:l Iwww.menomena. com/ 
www. city slang, com 
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ALBUMS 

68-69 The White Stripes 

70 Taken By Trees, The Concretes 

72 Life Without Buildings, Bad Brains 

74-75 Meg Baird, Built To Spill, The Focus 

Group, Matthew Dear 

76-77 Dizzee Rascal, Neurosis, Mayhem, Fridge 

78-79 Prins Thomas, Hot Chip, Radio Slave, 

Melt-Banana 

80-81 Original Silence, Two Bands And A 

Legend, Justice, Simian Mobile Disco 

82-83 Pterodactyl, Sage Francis, Silver Daggers, 

Minus Story, Growing 

84-85 Von Sudenfed, Trembling Blue Stars, 

Young Gods, David Watson 

86-87 REISSUES Betty Davis, Pere Ubu, 

Gallon Drunk, Clinic, OMD 

88-89 REISSUES Sebadoh, The Hold Steady, 

Ween, Spontaneous Music Ensemble 

MEDIA 

90-91 Everett True meets Tara Jane O'Nei I 
92-94 FILM War On Democracy, Taking 
Liberties, The Battle Of Algiers, Climates, 
Sydney Pollack and Frank Gehry, Henri-Georges 
Clouzot , OneDotZero's short films 

96 ART Panic Attack! Art In The Punk Era, 
Kaffe Matthews, John Cage, Harry Smith 

97 BOOKS John Sinclair's Guitar Army 




magazine 



PlanB 

156-158 Gray's Inn Road 

London 

WC1X8ED 

020 7278 5070 



Publisher: Chris Houghton 
chris@planbmag.com 07984 814 069 
Assistant Publisher: Richard Stacey 
richard@planbmag.com 
Advertising: Nick Taylor 
nick.taylor@planbmag.com 07941 71 5 81 5 

Printed by Stones The Printers 
www.stonestheprinters.co.uk 

Distribution: 

Warners Group Distribution (newsagents, 

retail chains, international) 01 778 391 1 94 

andrews@warnersgroup.co.uk 

Cargo Records (independent record shops) 

info@cargorecords.co.uk 

Plan B is published by Plan B Publishing Ltd 

www.planbmag.com 

ISSN 1744-2435 



4 1 plan b 




CLINIC 
'Funf 

Multiple formats, heavily ironic cover versions, unplugged exclusives 

and absolute shit that didn't even make a generic album. 

Buyer beware the world of contemporary B-sides and thinly veiled extortion. 

Clinic's b-sides are joyously addled but have however consistently given a reason 

to listen beyond the title track, to make their singles worth discovering. 

An E.P. mini-album in themselves, covering acid punk to damaged hoedowns 

and any stops in between. 

LP & CD out June 18th 




JAMES YORKSTON 
'Roaring The Gospel' 

A collection of hard to find singles & lost gems that span the whole of James' career, 

this album includes 'The Lang Toun', James's Domino debut, available for the first 

time on CD, 'Blue Bleezin' Blind Drunk' & 'La Magnifica'. 

'A beguiling collection" 4/5 UNCUT 

LP &• CD out June 4th 

www.jamesyorkston.co.uk 
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JUNIOR BOYS 
'So This Is Goodbye' Special Edition 

Includes an exclusive 2nd disc featuring live tracks & an eclectic collection 

of remixes by an all-star cast: Hot Chip, Carl Craig, Kode 9, 

Alex Smoke & Morgan Geist, amongst others. 

"Showcasing (Jeremy Greenspan's) feel for melody 
& melancholy to brilliant effect'' 4/5 Q 

"Packed to the gills with stealth pop tunes, the sort you can't get out of your head" 

5/6 TIME OUT 

2xCD out June 11th 





SEBADOH 
'The Freed Man' 



The first recordings of the lo-fi masters. 

The 52 remastered tracks offer a rare insight into the intimate world 

of home-recording and delicately twisted songwriting. 

70 odd minutes of wayward crazy-paved brilliance. 

2 x LP & CD out June 25th 

www.sebadoh.com 

www.dominorecordco.com 
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Fame doesn't faze me. Not usually. 

I'm more likely to be intimidated by meeting 
someone I admire, who creates their own parabolas, 
chants their own plainsong. It happened to me a 
few times during this new issue -Tara Jane O'Neil 
(an old friend from a very different past), Tracyanne 
from Camera Obscura (we spent a very pleasant 
30 minutes before their show discussing culinary 
complaints), Holly Golightly (a lady who is very 
much herself)... former MC5 manager and White 
Panther, Sixties revolutionary John Sinclair. 

The last took me by surprise: a few days before 
the issue closed, Frances asked me if there were any 
books I'd consider reviewing for the Media Section. 
It just so happened I'd been sent Sinclair's Guitar 
Army a few weeks previous -an incendiary tome 
when it first appeared in 1972, the equal of Richard 
Meltzer's/\esf/7ef/cs Of Rock in its own sphere (that 
of anti-imperialist radicalism) and equally 
impenetrable in places, having been written in the 
language of the day; Sinclair is well-known to any 
student of rock, having propagated the Rock'N'Roll 
As A Tool Of Cultural Revolution myth -something 
he decries now, much preferring his first love of free 
jazz - and having gone to jail for his beliefs, pretty 
much. (It was a trumped-up charge: sent down for 
1 years for possession of two marijuana joints.) 
He's been active in the underground since: as the 
last of the "beatnik warrior poets" (Mick Farren) 
and is currently working for Radio Free Amsterdam. 
I was unexpectedly sent a Dutch contact number by 
the book's publicist, and shortly found myself 
talking to the man who was once one of the US 
counter-culture's most celebrated causes 

If you'd told me a week ago that a) I'd be 
speaking to John Sinclair and b) be trembling in 
anticipation at the knowledge, I'd have laughed. 
Why the hell would I be so impressed at talking to 
Mr Sinclair, as undoubtedly cool as he once is? Even 
if John Lennon did once write a song about him - 
John bloody Lennon! That was it. I couldn't deny the 
1 6-year-old in me, desperate to make sense of the 
outside world, seeking direction in the stupidest of 
places, scrawling Lennon and Residents' lyrics across 
my school books, listening in wonder to the tales of 
the people they mentioned in their songs, the mere 
fact of a mention immediately mythologsing these 
characters in my own rudimentary pantheon. 

So I was to speak to one of the legends from 
my own past. Fuck The MC5 and fuck rock-as- 
revolution. No wonder I was so damn excited. 
Everett True 
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I wasn't an extremely close friend of Jon Clee, 
but when you live in a city as small as Cardiff you 
gradually get to know people who move in the 
same circles, or share similar interests or passions. 

If you've ever been to The Green Man festival, 
you sort of know of Jon, indirectly; it's his designs 
that adorn their posters and flyers - bearded 
druids caught mid-transmogrification, stag antlers 
bursting from their heads, or strange, symmetrical 
collages that juxtapose rolling meadows and 
crashing waterfalls with teams of smock-clad 
scientists toiling away on radiophonic sound 
machines. He's the man responsible for the design 
on the cover-mount CD our UK readers now hold 
in their hands. 

Jon was a talented and extremely prolific artist 
and designer - a staggering proportion of the 
records, CDs, posters and flyers scattered through 
the city were decorated with his designs. In many 
ways it's hard to think of the city's independent 
music scene divorced from his telltale visual stamp. 
Jon also loved music for music's sake: The Beach 
Boys and the Stones, but also The Make-Up, 
and Circle, and Titan, and plenty of obscure 
psychedelic things on vinyl with great names 
and amazing sleeves. 

Jon was hit by a car on Saturday 1 9 May on 
his way home. He hurt his head really badly and 
he died two days later. Cardiff is a smaller place for 
his passing. 

Rest in peace, Jon. 
Louis Pattison 
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the five year plan: the shape of 
things to come from the green 
man festival 2007 

Words: Abi Bliss 

Joanna Newsom photography: Cat Stevens 

The idyllic Green Man Festival was 
dreamed up in 2003 by acoustic 
duo It's Jo And Danny and has been 
providing strange folk sounds in the 
verdant Brecon Beacons ever since. 
Plan B joins forces with Jo Bartlett and 
Danny Hagan to bring you 1 5 songs 
from the pick of this year's festival 
lineup: an enchanted undergrowth 
of classic balladry, spaced-out psych, 
chamber pop, confessional anti-folk, 
a couple of standing stones, a harp, 
and a peacock with Ron Mael's face. . . 

Euros Childs - AM Day 

Finally surrounded by likeminded friends, Euros gets all shy 
and diffident and sells himself short with a slightly strained 
slice of summer whimsy. Catch him when no one's looking, 
though, and he'll be headbanging like a Moog droog. 

Tunng- Bodies 

Tuung lure you to the woods, where pleasant violence and 
politely-expressed passions await. It's a cosy enough den, 
roofed with face-brushing beats and dappled with xylophone. 
But hark to the thrum of the leaf-mould, as wasps are 
threaded onto strings. You'll be next. 

Joanna Newsom - Clam, Crab, Cockle, 
Cowrie (from 'The Ys Street Band' EP) 

Ms Newson returns to deftly pluck the heartstrings of the 
last few unbelievers, with a new version of a track from The 
Milk-Eyed Mender unwound and softened and stroking your 
h a i r I i ke a I u 1 1 a by. Th at I i n e, " Your skin is something tha 1 1 stir 
into my tea" is sti 1 1 kinda creepy, though. 

Ellis Island Sound - Building A Table 

It's still raining, but everyone's as placid as ruminants. This 
sounds like a holiday, guitars pitter-pattering and violins 
consoling as the droplets curl and launch themselves from 
the canvas. Mmm . . .woodblocks. Time's not in a hurry today. 

Yellow Moon Band - Entangled 

Dodgy's 'Staying Out ForThe Summer' trips over Dave 
Brubeck's 'Take 5' and for a moment no one can quite work 
out which limbs are whose.Then a guitar solo breaks through 
the clouds like Mark Knopfler's yellow headband. It's OK, no 
one saw you tapping that foot. 

Vashti Bunyan -Turning Backs 

Slight, but reproachful, like catching a rabbit's eye in the field. 
Summer will be gone soon: you don't need signs such as icicle 
piano strings or the chill whistle flute to tell you that when it's 
all there in the delicate, silver-birch persistence of the vocals. 

Alasdair Roberts - Riddle Me This 

To the castle courtyard, for a waltz of slightly formal and 
arcane origins. His reedy burr twines around the syllables 
with restrained charm. Look closely at the coat of arms and 
you'll see centuries of struggle and bloodshed. 

Gruff Rhys - Lonsome Woods 

A vision quest on Sugarloaf Mountain takes Gruff above 
the clouds, to a place of ragged desert donkeys and High 
Chaparrals. He is granted the power to see the vultures 
circling, and a voice to tell of his sadness, but at the price that 
few will understand his message. He shrugs and saunters 
back down the canyon as violins crack and dry in the breeze. 




The Earlies - Burn The Liars 

Like George Harrison's Sergeant Pepper's outtakes rolled 
through the pencil factory from Eraserhead. Pianos conveyor- 
belt around queasy corners. The psychedelic peacock has 
Ron Mael's face. You awake clutching a dead arm as a beetle 
crunches the groundsheet next to your ear. 

James Yorkston - Someplace Simple 

The rough matting in the marquee leaves a tweedy pattern 
on your legs, but it's unexpectedly comfortable. You'll stay 
here for a while, wrapped with the others in slightly awkward 
intimacy, sharing the exhaled breath of accordion. "She 
asked me how I knew of this place/I lied and replied it was 
my first time there." 

Stephen Malkmus And The Jicks - Kindling 
For The Master 

Taking a wrong turn outside Abergaveny, Malkmus is 
captured and forced to wear a gimp suit with Beck's face 
painted on the back. It's all for the best, really. He bounces 
around his rubber-walled prison, forming a band with the 
robot guards on back-up. Friday is sex-funk day. 

Vetiver - Maureen 

At what age does the theme tune to Gardener's World strike 
a hitherto unnoticed relaxing chord?When didTurin Brakes 



stop being good? There's an answer somewhere within these 
gently resigned minor chords and unhurried guitar, if you can 
just rouse yourself from that deckchair. . . 

Men An Tol - What The Lady Says 

Cornish modern antiquarians pay tribute to their local 
Neolithic technology with some robustly folkish jiggery- 
pokery. The female pagan sings lustily, hoping to summon 
the verdant spirit to dance wild until the moon wanes. 

North Sea Radio Orchestra - Joy For My 
Heart 

Some of the best "oo-wooo-oohs" heard for years, pure 
and open, warm and proud. Sing this three times over the 
campfire and you'll wake up reborn as one of the happy, 
tumbling children. 

Diane Cluck - My Teacher Died 

All the times she thought about the song burnt into a multiple 
exposure of refrains, bright white in the middle but sharp 
enough around the edges to catch her pained expression 
as she strains the high notes. The accordion wheezes like 
a shadow on the lung. Don't get too cosy. 

For copyright reasons, this CD is available to readers in the 
UK only 
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Camera Obscura 

Komedia, Brighton 

"Did anyone see us last time we played 
Brighton eight years ago?" a clearly nervous 
Tracyanne Campbell asks a packed, friendly 
Komedia. No response. "Didn't think so," 
she dolefully continues. "There were about 
seven people there. I was so upset I locked 
myself in the toilets afterwards and cried 
the whole night." 

I'd been warned. "Cute pop band, but not 
exactly engaging on stage," was the consensus: 
never mind the fact songs like the string-laced 
'Come Back Margaret', deliciously teenage 
'Country Mile' and harmony-drenched, 
keyboard-driven Sixties throwback 'Tears For 
Affairs' from last year's Let's Get Out Of This 
Country are my own personal pop nirvana: 
exquisite; delirious; sheer bedevilment and 
wonder for anyone reared on the tortured 
triumvirate of The Shangri-La's, Orange Juice 
and Sophisticated Boom Boom; mystical; 
mysterious; upbeat and totally crushworthy; 
brass and primary colours and a swooning Scots 
female voice combining to create my favourite 
2007 music to rank alongside Herman Dune 
and like-minds Taken By Trees and The 
Concretes; the stern glances masking red 
pulsating hearts. The anticipation couldn't be 
matched by the realisation, I was warned; no 
way. For a start, the band was still beset by 
nerves (after 11 years!). It would be like The 
Concretes, times a hundred: where 
I found myself nonplussed by Victoria's dreamy 
Gothic countenance, I would be left cold by 
Camera Obscura's seeming indifference to 
their own magic. 

There's a boy up on stage tonight, 
deputising on trumpet and guitar-a French 
boy, I believe- name of Francois Marry, an 
experimental indie sort from Bristol who's 
duetted with Ros from Lesbo Pig; young, 
enthused. Surely, his energy will be enough 
to counter any concerns? Not so. Four songs 
in, after an opening that contains 'Come Back 
Margaret', 'The False Contender' and My New 
Favourite Pop Single Ever 'Tears For Affairs' (my 
god, how teeth-decaying sweet are the vocals 
on that?), my emotions are as predicted - liking 
it, sure, how couldn't I? - but rather ho-hum, 
disappointed, concerned that keyboardist 
Carey Lander is even more retiring than The 
Long Blondes', worried at the way one of 
the boys on guitar looks the spit of Big John 
from The Exploited, worried that Tracyanne's 
obvious nerves are going to get the better 
of this gig. She doesn't look excited to be 
here, no. She looks petrified. 

But then something weird happens: the 
band strike up a slow, drawn-out song, 'Books 
Written For Girls', quietened, gentle, the onus 
being on the vocals as Tracyanne lingers over 
her words, repeats phrases, starts carolling 
to herself, higher and higher. It's an old song 
that I'm unfamiliar with, it's lengthy and it's 
stunning. It seems likethe whole venue lets 
out a collective sigh: it's OK, it's alright, MsTis 
starting to sing now, is singing now, is enjoying 
the power of her own voice -and listen, look, 
~ u ~'- ~~3ining her confidence, her composure! 
is melancholy, bittersweet with 



misplaced desire and longing; abstruse, 
literate and unfathomable like all the best 
pop. It's gorgeous, really gorgeous. 

Afterwards, it's as if there's an entirely 
different band on stage: launching straight 
into 'Dory Previn', the downbeat tribute to 
the intensely personal Sixties singer, and then 
into the unstoppable, buoyant pairing of 
'Let's Get Out Of This Country' and 'Lloyd, 
I'm Ready To Be Heartbroken' (another tribute 
to a bygone singer, this time Eighties Scots 
heartthrob Lloyd Cole). 

Two songs later (after a full-on bounce 
through the Darlene Love-esque 'If Looks 
Could Kill') comes 'Teenager', the song that 
caused my heart to leap and flutter and flitter 
around the basement those few short years 

The song is abstruse, literate 
and unfathomable like all 
the best pop. It's gorgeous, 
really gorgeous 

ago as I finally understood the appeal of 
Camera Obscura big-time; and -whoa, wait 
a minute -Tracyanne is obviously enjoying 
herself now, inviting heckles from the crowd 
and giving back as good ("Sorry," she shouts, 
affecting a broad Glaswegian accent, "I can't 
understand you"), starting to move some, 
move some more. 

Francois is way overshadowed now by 
her sweet, chiding banter; her charismatic 
way round a nervous lyrical interjection; her 
deceptively caustic, friendly manner. 

By the time the encores come around - 
an entirely misplaced cover of Abba's 'Super 
Trouper' wherein the band slow the song right 
down, treating it like a Cat Power outtake 
and thus denying it of all its pop charm and 
chutzpah and reducing itto rubble; and the 
ever-miraculous 'Eighties Fan', leaving us on 
a precariously volatile high - she's bouncing on 
the balls of her feet, clapping her hands above 
her head and dancing with -well, not abandon 
but love! Whoa. 

Camera Obscura remain by some distance 
my Noughties pop crush. 
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THE NEW ALBUM 

Stay Close 

OUT NOW 




"This is the sound and soul of Gillian Welch 
wrapped up in a hairy young man" 

4/5 THE INDEPENDENT 

"This recommended album is sure to be 
just the beginning of a magnificant career 
4/5 ROCK SOUND 





r l k ElteJH 


STS 


THE SCIENTI 

THE NEW ALBUM SGClltlOII OUT NOW 





"The Scientists turned my head around 
and made a man out of me! They grew 
hair on my palms and made my socks stink!" 
JON SPENCER 

"The Scientists proved to me that 

rock n roll could be played by gentlemen in 

fine silk shirts half unbuttoned and still be dirty 

cool and real" 

THURSTON MOORE 




www.atpfestival .com 
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the rebel 

Words: Everett True 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



The music is irritating; tinny, barely audible vocals, scratchy, repetitive, passive- 
aggressive, deliberately confrontational in places ('Iran's Nuclear Threat', 'Little 
House On The Prairie 9/1 1 Rape Scene'), beholden to the holy triumvirate of Joe 
Bob Briggs-loving sarcastic country deadbeats Jon Wayne, The Residents and. . . 
oh, take a fucking guess. . .The Fall; nasty keyboards and a clatter of percussion, 
dressed up in a Stetson hat and wannabe brogues, rocking the alienated 
accountant look; symbols on a backdrop, disjointed Nazi/Buddhist imagery 
to rile the righteous; offering money back on previous albums (too many to 
mention); fake biography and charlatan lies. I can't get my head round any of 
it, frankly. Thank fuck. 

The Rebel is Ben and also Sophie - both Country Teasers, one a Wet Dog, 
but that needn't concern us here. Thought I'd fire some questions his way. 

What inspired you to create music in the first place? 

"The other boys at school had a band and would not ask me to join it, so 
I formed my own. My parents gave me a Casiotone M-40 when I was about 
1 or so. I could play 'Home By The Sea' by Genesis when I was 1 6: Tony Banks 
didn't even write it until he was 1 8. " 
Whatever happened to Country Teasers? 

" Most of them have died or gone to America. Three of them, including myself, 
are supposed to finish an improvised side to split with an album by Easy Tiger of 
San Francisco; we're nearly there, so we haven't retired, we're just on holiday. " 
Could you explain the symbols on the banners behind The Rebel live? 
"The symbol is called a spakenkreuz. Through one's teens one is always drawing 
swastikas on one's exercise books, but one can't do that in public because the 
Nazis hijacked it (calling it a hakenkreuz) so now it conveys hate and recalls the 
extermination of millions of humans. During my twenties I was searching for 



'It's a disgusting concept 
altogether, rock'n'roll' 



a way around this; to come up with a symbol as strong as the Einsturzende 
Neubauten man or the swastika. It's a spasticated version of the Nazi original. 
A spastic is another word for a cripple, lamina wheelchair and I wear glasses. " 
Is image important? 

"It is to me. I'm not like Caesar. I need lean and hungry-looking men and women 
around me in the band of the type I started in the Nineties. It was related 
strongly to sex and gangs, machismo, all that. Aggressive really, but I think it's a 
good medium for that type of music. My hat is important because it keeps me 
grounded in country and western, I can't flutter off too far into noise or jazz. 
I can't enjoy a band live if they look bad to me; physically and in their style." 
What motivates your art? 

"I want to entertain friends and attack my enemies. I am hoping to enlarge my 
circle of friends to include everyone interesting to me in the world, and by 'my 
enemies' I mean everyone else. " 
What's your favourite decade? 

"It's gotta be the Eighties. '81 , '82, '83, classic albums! Only The Fall keptthe 
ball rolling through '84-89 but the early Eighties was it for me, music-wise. The 
cricket was a lot more beautiful. The aesthetics of the mid- to late-Eighties were 
heinous, though. All that Leigh Bowery anti-Thatcher party-time shit. I prefer 
the Joy Division approach to reactive aesthetics: doom and gloom, sombreness. 
Instead of rebelling against the man by having a party in our art we should make 
art which describes the bad things he's doing, in as close a style as his. " 
What's the attraction of rock'n'roll? 

"You can get laid, you can get access to drugs, you can escape life, you can 
escape yourself, you can escape from everyone. It's a disgusting world, it's a 
disgusting concept altogether, rock'n'roll. I hate the Fifties shit that conceived it 
and I hate the macho shit that keeps it going; the white rock and balls of fire. It 
was useful to take on that as a persona for Country Teasers; obnoxious, bigoted. 
Asserting maleness was a necessary challenge to where feminism was at, as well 
as society's delicate attitudes to social inequalities." 
How vital a tool is humour? 

"Real political and moral weight can only really be conveyed with humour. 
Things are too horrible to approach directly. Humour can be used to obliterate 
the bonnet of emotiveness or sentimentality. " 
www.therebel.co.uk 



MARIA TAYLOR 

LYNN TEETER FLOWER 




I 



Out Now 



GALLANTS 

THE SCENERY OF FAREWELL 



I 



THE SC1I 

UE'- 




Out Now 

New album out in September 2007 

LADYFINGER(NE) 

HEAVY HANDS 



X? ,~m 




Out Now 



SADDLE CREEK EUROPE -WWW.SADDLE-CREEK.C01 

plan b 1 13 



the void 




in the mix: matthew dear 

As the gently-tempered beats of his Asa Breed 
album continue to cluster around the Plan B 
office stereo like turned-on glowbugs, we 
interrogated its creator for songs that make 
his midsection iridescent. . . 

Antibalas War Hero 

"Listening to local Ann Arbor radio station WCBN the 
other day, I heard this one come along. I thought it was 
an Afrobeat group from the Seventies and I called in for 
a track ID. I was surprised that it was a new track from 
Brooklyn-based Antibalas. They nail the genre entirely, 
but add the clarity and complexity of modern production." 

Holger Czukay Boat Woman Song 

" Holger Czukay is more known for his work with Can, 
but I like his solo stuff even better. Simply being made 
in the late Sixties makes this a marvel. Using a mix of 
a Vietnamese woman singing and a progression of 
orchestral loops, the song sounds as relevant today 
as anything out there." 

Townes Van Zandt Katie Belle (live) 

"Townes Van Zandt has left a riveting mark on the art of 
storytelling through the song. He was dealt a painful life 
of manic depression and drug and alcohol abuse, but had 
the most gentle voice and spirit. He usually sings about 
the darker side of life, but this live version of 'Katie Belle' 
is a beautiful homage to a blue-eyed daughter. He was 
a Texan poet. His music will live on indefinitely." 

Arthur Russell The Platform On The Ocean 

"Arthur Russell's music has had a profound influence 
on me. This song blends 808 drum machines with his 
beautifully simple lyrical style. Most of his songs are 
about love, in the purest form, but this one is an homage 
to white caps and a platform far out on the ocean." 

Air Napalm Love 

"When I asked a friend of mine if he liked Air's latest 
album, he said no, because it sounds like over-produced 
easy listening music.That's primarily why I've always liked 
Air. Although the melodies and chord progressions aren't 
always mindblowing, the music has perfected being itself. 
Air continue to master their craft with 'Napalm Love'. Silk 
vocals of a lover's tale." 

Susumu Yokota Song Of The Sleeping Forest 

"This is the religious music of the next millennium. Choral 
female voices echo in and out of Susumu's palette of 
bells, chimes, and golden drums. He is one of my favorite 
artists, simply for the risks he takes, always challenging 
himself with each new project. No album ever sounds 
alike, but they always sound wonderful." 

John Lee Hooker I Need You 

"The blues as they are meant to be heard. Nothing flashy, 
but everything necessary. 'I Need You' is simply one man 
with his voice, a guitar, and a foot tapping the floor, and 
a song about love, infidelity, money and life. Simplicity 
recorded simply, and marvellously." 




htrk 

Words: DrSwan 
Photography: Emily Graham 



Spring finally saw the release of Nostalgia, the 
first (brooding, nefarious) statement of intent 
from Melbourne-bred and Berlin-based HTRK 
(pronounced 'Hate Rock'). It's sinister enough to 
make you shiver, but sleazy enough to make you 
break a sweat. 

The debut proper, Marry Me Tonight, was 
produced by The Birthday Party's Rowland S Howard 



'I'm working out if I 
can wear this pant-suit 
for the fourth day in 
the row' 



and will soon soundtrack your guiltiest thoughts. 
I spoke to singer Jonnine. 

Hello, HTRK. What are you doing with 
yourselves today? 

"Nigel and some hot sisters are cooking up a big 
English breakfast, Sean is in Slovakia considering 
personal counselling and I'm working out if I can 
wear this pant-suit for the fourth day in a row. " 

So you relocated to Berlin last year from 
Australia. It's a path notably trodden before. 
A dream realised or a disappointment? 

"Unless I was greeted at Tegel airport by a gang 
of punks, accepted as one of their own and taken 
back to their squat to set our faces on fire, Berlin 
was going to be a disappointment in some way. 



In regards to my expectations and love of decay, 
history, the eccentric and the tragic, it has outdone 
itself. But the dream is starting to turn without 
green vegetables, surreal humour, the fear of God 
to get me out of bed and financial independence." 

How is your German? 

"It's hard enough getting out of bed to buy long-life 
milk let alone learn a new language. But now, rather 
than speak German badly, I have decided to just 
speak English more confidently. " 

You cite The Birthday Party as a big influence, 
and now you've worked with Rowland S 
Howard. How did that happen? 

"Sean introduced me to Rowland's album Teenage 
Snuff Film and we would lie back on his bed looking 
up at the ceiling, listening to it like teenagers 
ourselves. As luck had it, we supported him a couple 
of times. He approached us when we finished and 
said he would like to produce our album. The three 
of us were frozen in time for a moment. Can I just 
stress I was wearing a pant-suit he was particularly 
taken with that night?" 

I noticed a reference to Brian Eno and Peter 
Schmidt's 'Oblique Strategies' on your 
website. I like the strategy that observes, 
'Repetition is a form of change'. Have any 
strategies helped shape HTRK? 
"Yes, I personally live by, 'Do the washing up', and 
if we don't have access to Eno's website we let the 
coin decide." 

www.myspace.com/htrk 
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Axel Willner (akaThe Field) likes those "cheesy love 
tracks", the ones from the Eighties, generic tales with 
real-life applications and pan-generational tendencies. 
He says: " It's always the female voice that most of the 
time doesn't say anything." That's what he cuts up, to 
make up the tracks on his album. So he's saying this 
to me, and all I can think is: "You've dismembered the 
voice of the Other and muted all narrative flow of the 
love story. All you've left is a discernible trail of 'uh', 
'ee' and T, and that is dark." So I decide to say it out 
loud. " I don't know if it's dark," he says. 

And he's right, it doesn't even sound dark, if 
you listen to From Here We Go Sublime (Kompakt) 
it is deeply uplifting. He's just, "A sucker for those 
kind of tracks, and they really affect me. This is just 
how I'm trying to recreate my own feeling of it." 
Translating Lionel Ritchie into crescendo-laden 
rhythmic ambience, he turns "a vision of that feeling 
that I have" into sound. 

This is all about one person's reaction which he 
can't put into words: " It's hard to share with someone 
else," he says. Yet these extended and prolonged 
fragments sound impersonal to another ear, retaining 
the universality of those Eighties songs and holding on 
to the dynamics necessary for a daydream tap dance. 

Replaying those reactions regularly at night, 
it must rub off some of the intensity, each repetition 
replacing the original feeling, which was never 
documented and so only exists through memory. 
Does he feel it each time? 

"Yeah, it does feel good, because every time 
there's a happy vibe coming from the song, it's not 
that overwhelming." 

And there there's no element of improvisation? 
"No." And would this get boring? "When I get stuck, 
I start a new moniker, with a new process at its base." 



So I ask Axel, Where do your songs belong? Before 
he can answer, I start talking about Rem Koolhaas and 
his elevators; the historicity of ambient noise, and the 
topology of his songs; how the train route from the 
Hague to Rotterdam - with its deep flatness, and its 
consistent plunges into thin strips of water, with the 
occasional pointed home always moving forwards - 
reminds me of his songs. 

Axel agrees with the elevators, the mechanical 
connections meaning anywhere can be connected, 
doing away with scale, proportion and detail, but 
ultimately thinks it's up to the listener to decide. He 
read somewhere that his music is, "In between the 
living room and the dancefloor", and I think it's 
strange the experience is confined to rooms. Some 
music is made for landscapes, movement that looks 
outwards but can be tapped inwards, coiling back 
out through the feet with a mass of people side by 
side, numerous cheesy stories in their heads. 

www.kompakt-net.com 



why I hate... the hipster megabeard 



Words: Miss AMP 
llustration: Till Thomas 




VOICE 1 (speaking): Alright boys? Yeah? Ready? 
Then we'll begin. We need to have a word. Ajoke's 
a joke, right, we respect that, but this is out of line. 
VOICE 2 (sing-song): We tried to ignore it. We let 
you have your fun. But you took it too far. And now 
you are undone. 

VOICE 3 (speaking): God knows we approve of 
adornment in the heterosexual male. We endorse 
anything that encourages you to consider yourself 
the viewed rather than the viewer. Six-packs on 
the cover of Men's Health? Ball-crushing denim 
on Swedish dronerock boys? Queer Eye For The 
Straight Guy? BRING IT. Whatever it takes to drag 
you from loose jeans and record company T-shirts 
with the ladders and the stains. Yes, we are reluctant 
to have to call a stop to stylistic innovation. 
ALL (chanting): BUT FAIR IS FAIR. ENOUGH'S 
ENOUGH. YOU'VE GONE TOO FAR. YOU LOOK 
TOO ROUGH. 



ENOUGH'S ENOUGH. YOU'VE GONE TOO FAR. 
YOU LOOKTOO ROUGH." 

The boys' laughing mouths start to turn down. 
The dodgems drivers slow as they pass the curious 
spectacle. The taller boy starts to move. He extends 
an arm as though to push past the nearest witch; 
then they are on him. The biggest witch steps 
behind and grabs his arms. The littlest one reaches 
inside her robe and pulls out something that draws 
a skinny silver line beneath his face; then her hand is 
full of hair. The boy: de-bearded. To her left, a mirror 
image: the same assault repeated, another chin, 
cleared. Then, with a howl, the witches wave hair- 
handfuls in the air, wheel round on theirtoes and 
run, squealing, yodelling, caterwauling, giggling, 
off round the corner and into the dark night. 

13 May 2007 

Twenty-one days later, an envelope is thrust through 



'Only the pure in our society- women, girls, teenage 
boys - are without the capacity for facial blight' 



VOICE 5: It is an eyesore. 

VOICE 6: It is a disgrace. 

ALL (chanting): IT'S A FACIAL ABERRATION. IT'S 

A BLIGHT UPON THE CHINS OF A ONCE-FINE 

GENERATION. 

29 April 2007 

Seriously, I. ..is this really happening? I shake my 
head like Scooby-Doo. They are still there, chanting. 
Seriously. Witches. Women - indie girls - six of them 
in robes. Witches' hats atop their sparkling black 
bobs. Zigzags of kohl disfiguring their cheeks. 

No, look, I mean it. I have not done drugs. This. 
Is. Really. Happening. I am at the Dirty Three ATP. 
And witches in robes are dancing around two 
cowering hipster boys -boys, I note, sporting 
cowboy shirts and luxurious beards - next to the 
dodgems. Squeals pierce the air around me as the 
Mary Rose pirate ship fairground ride whisks faux- 
frightened drunkards high into the air. "FAIR IS FAIR. 



my front door. It contains the chant reproduced in 
full above - the one I heard at ATP - under the 
heading 'Hex to Remove the Blight from the Face of 
a Generation'. It purports to be from a group called 
WITCH: Women's International Terrorist Conspiracy 
From Hell. It's also full of hair: coarse, gingery. A. . . 
beard? Also, swaddled in Andrex: a Stanley knife. 

"We read 'Grinderman', says the letter. "We, 
too, hate the megabeard. We deplore such blatant 
displays of outmoded masculinity. Only the pure 
in our society -women, girls, teenage boys -are 
without the capacity for facial blight. " 

I turn it over. "We are WITCH. You become a 
Witch by saying aloud, 'I am a Witch' and thinking 
about that. You are a Witch by being female, 
untamed, angry, joyous, and immortal." 

It is an invitation. I finger the Stanley knife. My 
lover smiles as he puts a cup of coffee on the table. 
He kisses my cheek. I close my eyes as his whiskers 
strafe my chin for the last time. 
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21 -year-old hip hop sensation (and ex-Pitchfork writer) 
Roland Pemberton,aka Cadence Weapon, from 
Edmonton, Canada, has been working on a new album 
about "the hipster condition". His irresistible rap 
wizardry touches on text messaging, Pete Doherty, 
fashion, headphones and half-witted journalists over 
a refreshing array of delirious synths and snarling bass. 
Expect to see hip hop hombres, techno cronies and 
electro gnomes alike, dancing, thinking about politics 
and analysing their dreams anytime soon. 

There are some pretty ravey noises on your 
tracks - what do you think about the dance 
music/hip hop crossover? 

"I'm all for it if it's honest. But I'd hate to see a bunch 
of 'new rave' themed rap groups popping up, hopping 
around with wizard hats on and shit." 

Your track 'Canadian Dream' slates 
journalists who ask you boring questions. 
What is the most boring or stupid question 
a journo has ever asked you? 

"'Are you planning on moving away from Edmonton?' 
I'm not. This is basically the impetus for my second 
album: people assuming that a person who gets any 
success has to relocate to the major urban centres." 

Talking of dreams (English ones this time), 
I had one where I broke into a man's house 
to make fun of his dog. The man shot me 
and I was pissed off because I was wearing 
this cool T-shirt with a boat on that got 
ruined. What do you think that means? 
"The dog is a metaphor for a thought or fear that is 
following you around. Your lack of respect for this fear 
caused you physical peril. Your cool boat shirt getting 
ruined is a connection to thoughts of swimming through 
a sea of hipster condemnation. You don't want people 
to shoot a look right through your shirt in real life." 



What do you think about Alberta being 
made a US state? 

" I don't think the US would ever annex us. Most 
Canadians, believe it or not, are fiercely nationalist 
and identify themselves by being not American." 

What's to say about music in Canada? 

" Rock is pretty much ruling the airwaves, and the 
dominant sound is more organic than something 
I would make. I still think there's a major problem with 
rap because the most popular stuff in Canada is still 
either just the popular stuff in the US or exactly like the 
popular stuff from the US. 

"I've always wanted to go to London. I think my 
music has a lot more in common with grime than 
anything else. I could spend a year there and make a 
really artistic record about raincoats or something." 

www.cadenceweaponmusic.com 




why i love...girly power pop 

Words: Lauren Strain 
Illustration: John Cei Douglas 



This minute, I should be writing two thousand 
stunningly researched words on Clarence Brown's 
1 935 film of Anna Karenina. It's not happening, 
mainly because I'm lobbing myself around to Avril 
Lavigne's first album, Let Go. A housemate burnt 
me his copy so he'd no longer have to endure the 
sodastream abomination of her new single, 
'Girlfriend', as I repeatedly streamed crummy video 



With Avril, it's wishing 
you had the guts to 
kick him in the face 
and flounce off 



versions from Sony's online jukebox. Last week it 
was Britney; the week before, Kelly Clarkson. No, 
wait -it's always Kelly Clarkson. Garbo ain't got 
nothin' on these chicks. 

But I haven't listened, consensually, to this stuff - 
this hormonal, Dickies-sneakered and Fender- 
posturing stuff- since I was 1 5 and adding daily to 
a badge collection on my tie that obliterated the 
school logo in metaphorical rebellion; since I 
slammed my wrists into sweatbands before posing 
with guitars I couldn't play and wandered the Leeds 
Corn Exchange quietly slobbering into cabinets of 
totally pointless Paul Frank paraphernalia. Back 
then, it was all so grossly material; there was 
something attached to this music - umbilically, 
perhaps, by Dunlop trainer-laces -that was nastily 
indulgent. Lavigne's songs were kooky trash that 



I loved but seemed so. . .plastic, as friends daubed 
wet slabs of liquid eyeliner across the sties on their 
eye-rims. Now, I need Avril. Not because she 
reminds me of cheap beads and plectrum necklaces, 
but to remember the summers that these 
occasional, ephemeral items punctuated - hot days 
of laughter, barbecues at best friends' houses, and 
playing swingball with your hair swirling round in a 
rush. Sat drunk and disillusioned in grimy clubs, you 
find yourself suddenly craving your soundtrack to 
teendom like a kid reaching for a lollipop. 

Ugh, this is sickly. I'm sure adolescence is actually 
just one big hellhole that decides to stretch itself out 
in a linear fashion instead of getting done with in a 
single downwards plunge. I'm especially sure that 
the prom is a nightmarish endeavour for all 
concerned, and those surviving photographs were 
taken of mannequins, not you - but, simultaneously, 
it seems you'll never quite return to the atmosphere 
of that clutch of mates at sleepless sleepovers 
pratting about making spoof Evanescence videos. 
Besides, what cooped-up sixth former doesn't want 
to warpaint her face, pull at her locks and pop gum 
from the roof of a car? If you're Kelly, why not go 
one step further and sprawl around filthpits of algae 
in a pseudo-medieval wedding dress and still 
manage to look like the optimum power princess - 
kohl-eyed, gurning at unworthy males, a belter of 
a hairdo? (Yeah, I've been YouTubing. What of it.) 

With Avril, it's wishing you had the guts to kick 
him in the face and flounce off; with Britney, it's 
body-breaking your way out of every frustration into 
a knackered heap of sweatshirt and jeans; with 
Kelly, it's blaring your lungs so he'll hear all the 
righteous independence of 'Since You've Been 
Gone' even if he's in the Atlantic, snorkelling. 

With all three, it's about bellowing the (bad, 
naive) lyrics 'til you believe them, 'til you're 
convinced you're OK. Honestly, put the medication 
away - my only problem lies in returning to reality, 
but hopefully someone will pit the instructions for 
doing this against an amazingly melodramatic 
cadence with some Canadian kid wailing over the 
top of it and I'll be fine. 
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singles club 

Words: Frances Morgan, 
Ringo P Stacey, Louis 
Pattison and kicking_k 

I lustration: Lady Lucy 



A former bus shelter turned next level salon, in which the 
urbane meet the urban, swords are crossed and points 
made, before it all ends in huuuuuuuuuuugs 




The Tuss 

Confederation Trough EP (Rephlex) 

A mysterious, minimally-packaged CD 
featuring merely a picture of a ram. We're 
fairly certain the ram is not responsible for 
the music, but there is online speculation 
that a certain dude named AFX may be. . . 
'Tuss' is Cornish slang for erection. 
Louis: All of a sudden Rephlex are going 
through a bit of a purple patch. This is 
squelchy acid for scrumpy drinkers. 
Kick: So, is this what they listen to in villages 
when all the city folk have gone? 
Ringo: Sounds Welsh to me.They always 
have the most mental villages. 
Frances: Squelchy acid = depravity? 
Kick: I like the idea that they have machines 
hidden in their bams. 
Louis: You know those bright fluorescent 
marks farmers put on sheep? Do you think 
that's from broken glowsticks? 
Ringo:Wales! Big up the Welsh borders! 
Louis:The great thing about Rephlex stuff is 
you can take it on the surface, just dumb rave 
tunes for drug dustbins, but there's always 
a sort of yearning, mystical undercurrent. 
Frances: Where do you hear the mystical 
undercurrent in this track? I definitely hear 
a lot of that on Mu stuff, eg The Gasman, 
Kyler. . . But 'hauntology' is so fashionable 
right now I'm loath to refer to it too much. 
Louis: Woozy, unfocused synthesisers. . . 
strange wobbles of sound. . .The sort of thing 
Boards Of Canada absolutely paste on. But 
Rephlex do it with a lot more subtlety. 

Bjork 

Earth Intruders (One Little Indian) 

The best pop star of her generation is back 
to channel the farthest reaches of her 
recent ellipses into a parched mainstream 
with the opening track of new album Volta. 
" We are the earth intruders/Muddy with 
sticks and branches/Turmoil! Carnage!" 



Frances: "Voo-wooo-wooo-wooo-DOOW! " 
That's my favourite bit of this song. 
Kick: I like this song but partially 'cause 
the elements don't really cohere. . . 
Frances: I like that she sounds like she's 
jogging. And I love Konono No 1 on it. 
Louis: It's got about 1 6 layers of percussion. 
Kick: Sounds like the vocal is on a different 
level -like oil in water. 
Ringo: Yeah, I notice new bleeps every time 
I hear it and they all add something. 
Kick: Is it a cryptic anti-war song? 
Ringo:That's my take, less cryptic each time. 
Louis: Let's not forget the album came with 
a picture of her dressed as a duck. Please, 
let's all remember that for a second. 
Ringo: I thought it was a chicken. 
Frances: No, it's a duck with a coke bottle 
on its head. 

Kick: Artists should have the right to ban 
people listening to their music. So dictators 
etc would gradually be overcome by sensory 
deprivation. 

Louis:There's the sticker they can put on the 
album: "Artists should have the right to ban 
people listening to their music. So dictators 
etc would gradually be overcome by sensory 
deprivation " -PlanB 

MJ Hibbert And The Validators 

The Gay Train (Artists Against Success) 

UK anti-folk YouTube smash by DIY 
songwriter relating his train ride to 
Clapham Common during Pride-as 
recounted on a suburban living room floor, 
to a handycam, surrounded by a train set. 
Frances: So basically this is a very well- 
meaning little pop song. 
Louis:The sweet tale of a man discovering 
that gay people exist. It reminds me of that 
Scottish band, Ballboy. To the power of twee. 
Ringo: I don't mind the music.They should 
watch that tempo though, it's more all over 
the place than the thing on Rephlex. 



Frances: It's the over-directness of it. It's too 

message-based for me. 

Louis: It builds to such an inept climax. . . 

intentionally inept. . . like its weakness is 

some sort of positive quality. 

Kick: Yeah - the bit where he talks about 

balloons released in the name of AIDS deaths 

and he remembers thinking it was the most 

moving thing he'd seen all day. . . 

Ringo: You lot are so nasty. I'm sure he 

doesn't mean to be inept. 

Frances: I'm not being nasty, just trying 

to work out what my problem is with this 

kind of music. In theory, it's nice lo-fi pop, 

nothing wrong with that. I'm trying to 

explore my response to it. In a gay way. 

I think that's what MJ Hibbert would do. 

Louis: It's weird, it's so faux-naive I can't 

imagine how anyone could listen to it un- 

ironically- it doesn't chime right to me. I 

liked the storytelling aspect of it the most. . . 

Louis: CONFUSION INTHEHEARTOFTHE 

HIVEMIND 

Kick:The mind has a heart? 

Frances: When that happens in real hives 

they all eat each other... 

Ringo: Confusion is good. 

Frances: . . .and kill the queen of the hive. 

Which is me. Fuck, better move onto the 

next one... 

Planningtorock 

Happy-Time (Brainlove) 

From an impressively divergent Brainlove 
split seven-inch featuring Anat Ben-David, 
Japanese Intelligent Mind Control and 
Bishi besides. This track is a baroque 
reimagining of a Daniel Johnston song. 
Ringo: I never saw the point of easy listening, 
and this adds nothing to the original. 
Kick: She's too unsettling to be easy listening 
though. It almost sounds medieval. 
Frances: It's a sort of wrong-sounding 
barbershop submarine thing. 



Kick: Or religious. 

Frances: Or underwater - a lot like Joe Meek. 

Ringo: Seriously - is this a lady? 

Kick: I like that her friends in Berlin probably 

think Bolton (where she's from) must be 

a really kerrazzee place. 

Frances:The other stuff on the EP is 

interesting too. . .all very arch, contrived, 

arty, character-led songs. 

Sway 

One ForThe Journey EP (Dcypher) 

After his debut failed to gain the crossover 
success he'd been tipped for, this EP is 
pitched as 'the prequel to the sequel' and 
boasts a guest spot from Chamillionaire. 

Kick: I like Sway, but he's always so jolly... 

Ringo: I like jolly! He's one of the few people 

that do it with any sincerity. 

Louis: I interviewed Sway a year or so ago. He 

was very serious about the business of being 

funny, like I imagine many comedians are. 

Frances: I like the cheap wobbly effect on 

the bass. 

Ringo: Sounds like D1 2 to me -'Purple Pills'. 

Louis: Sway has some great lines but I think 

he's always fallen down when it comes to 

supplying big hooks. 

Kick: Not sure about the CSA-baiting lyrics 

[on'Babyfather']. 

Louis: Like Trim I wonder if he's best just 

dropping in for a killer 16 bars. 

Frances: Yeah, it stretches a bit thin, maybe? 

Ringo: A lot of his earlier stuff was more dour, 

the 'On My Own' single which was the first 

thing to get rotation on 1 xtra, the EP he did 

with the One crew. . .maybe not dour. . . 

instrospective. No jokes. 

Pete And The Pirates 

Come On Feet (Stolen) 

The sturdy trunk from which Plan £-rated 
Tap Tap, aka Thomas Sanders, branches off. 
Charming, melancholy echo-pop, encased 
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What the fuck is a process- 
orientated band? They don't care 
what the end product sounds like? 



in what appears to be a greaseproof bag. 
Hails from Reading. 

Kick: I like the way he sings in a full-throated 
way. It's a bit Franz Ferdinand-y. 
Frances: But much less considered. 
Kick: Stompy and angular, except wearing 
a cardigan, and smiling the entire time. 
Frances: It's like a charity shop Arcade Fire. 
Which, considering Arcade Fire are from the 
charity shop already makes this. . .boot sale 
Arcade Fire? 

Louis: No, Arcade Fire are from the late 
19th Century. 

Frances: Oh bollocks, are they from the 1 9th 
Century! If they're from the 19th Century, 
why do they sound like Neutral Milk Hotel? 
Kick: Because Neutral Milk Hotel are from 
the 18th Century? 

First Man 

HelpThem (Feat BlakTwang) (Silent) 

Ex-indie guitar/bass duo since turned skills 
to UK hip hop, and are heavy on the up, 
having backed Skinnyman, MrTi2bs, Sway 
and Lemar (the latter going platinum). 

Ringo: BlakTwang kills this, honest. I feel 

the love. 

Kick:This sounds pretty nice, in a US 

bombast/gospel kind of way. 

Louis: UK rappers are so paranoid. 

Ringo: BlakTwang is like Roots Manuva's 

dorky older brother. 

Frances: Why are they paranoid? 

Louis: I dunno, they've always got a big chip 

on their shoulder, like they're being shut out 

by shadowy forces. 

Frances:That paranoia is quite interesting - 

it's like an aesthetic in itself? It clearly feeds 

into the music and that's kind of cool. 

Kick: It's weird - 1 always figured grime 

would kill UK hip hop, but it seems to be 

coming back recently. 

Ringo: UKHH will never die! Grime has 

just kicked its ass (a very good thing). 



Louis:The production is all right, I just find 
the lyrical content so drab and humourless. . . 
I like grime cos it's funny. 

Gallows 

Abandon Ship (Black Envelope) 

Feisty UK hardcore types fronted by 

a ginger man with copious tattoos and 

the sort of braces not witnessed on 

band frontmen since the mid-Eighties. 

Fittingly, they're represented by Raw 

Power Management. 

Frances: Sweaty! Wee are big fans of 

this band. 

Ringo: I have no references for this but I'd 

like to go on record as saying 

YEEEEEAAAAAHHHHH! 

Frances:The frontman has a reputation 

for being super-arsey. Which boys get off 

on, vicariously. 

Ringo: At least he's nice enough to bury the 

vocals in the mix. 

Frances:The drum fill there was rad. It went 

ding-a-ling. Do it again! 

Kick: It sounds like a pub full o'muscle. 

Ringo: NO! Double tracked vocals! Go away! 

Louis: Gallows have signed to some 

enormous label. 

Frances:There seems to be a Hammond 

organ in there, which is nice. 

Frances: "THIS IS THE CAPTAIN OF YOUR 

SHIP CALLING!" 

Louis: I'd love it if you were on a ferry and the 

captain addressed you like that. Or maybe 

on an underground train: "STAND CLEAR 

OFTHEMOTHERFUCKING DOORS!" 

Kick: Why d'you think they're suddenly so 

big? What is it about them? 

Louis: Hmm: aggressive, as is the fashion, 

but just accessible enough. They'll be big 

scene leaders in the way Lostprophets were 

back at the turn of the century. Also, the lead 

singer looks pretty amazing. 

Frances: It's attractively nihilistic. 



Louis: Obviously all the people who liked 
them six months ago now hate them, but 
that's the way in these circles. . . 

Telepathe 

Sinister Militia (Social Registry) 

Straight out of Brooklyn: 'A fluid and 
process-oriented band that ebb and flow 
through various genres'. Album to be 
mixed by Spank Rock's XXXChange, 
a paradigm shift you can grind on. 
Ringo: What the fuck is a process-orientated 
band? They don't care what the end product 
sounds like? 

Kick: I find this band beguiling. 
Frances: Spacey Brooklyn lasses with fringes. 
They're like a stoner Au Revoir Simone.This 
is. . .somnambulistic. It's nice. It's also similar 
to labelmates Gang Gang Dance. They have 
that non-specific world-music punkthing 
nailed and this group is tapping into it too. 
Kick: Makes me think of loft spaces and 
sunsets. And slow cars crowded in streets 
trying to get home before dark. 
Kick:They pose in trees in their press shots, 
but they don't really fit. I can imagine them 
looking surly in museums. And not speaking 
to people on trains. 

Frances: It's a bit too concerned with how 
it comes across; with the angle of its hair. 
Ringo:They definitely have their iron 
pants on. 

Frances: You mean they don't put out? 
Ringo: I mean they're inhibited. Musically, 
of course. 

Kick: Yeah, but I feel like they're just on the 
beginning of a long journey. 
Kick:TO MAKE-OUT ISLAND! 
Frances:YOUWISHM! 

Scout Niblett 

Dinosaur Egg (Too Pure) 

Alienated dark folk/grunge from former 
Careless Talk Costs Lives cover star, with 



some stupendous lyrics courtesy of David 
Shrigley. Unnervingly simple. First UK 
release in over two years. 

Frances: It took me a while to get over the 

fact that she's not American. And that she's 

from Nottingham and called Emma. 

Ringo: I want hertoshout.The quietness 

makes me uneasy, no matter how good the 

lyrics are. 

Frances: I mean, I like pretence and 

inauthenticity... 

Ringo: When's she going to start shouting? 

Louis: So basically, she's got a dinosaur egg, 

and she wants it to hurry up and hatch, 

because her friends are coming on Friday, 

and she wants her tiny Pterodactyl to serve 

them drinks. It's nice to hear a song you can 

really relate to. 

Kick:The fusion of the wounded tone and the 

ridiculousness of what she's saying put your 

heart and mind on a seesaw. 

Ringo: I don't get the kooky thing. I just hear 

her and relate to her. 

Frances: She's one of those people it's hard 

not to warm to.There's something very true 

about the way she puts her music across. 

Ringo: I don't get why dinsoaurs are kookier 

than 'drink, smoke, fuck' or whatever. 

Frances: Because it's a girl singing? And girls 

are kooky? 

Ringo: I really hope you're wrong. 

Frances: Or it could be that drinking and 

smoking is normal and dinosaurs are extinct. 

Ringo:That's consensual reality. I reserve the 

right to believe in living dinosaurs.. 



singles of the month 

Frances: Bjork- Earth Intruders 
Kick: Telepathe -Sinister Militia 
Louis: Gallows- Abandon Ship 
Richard: Sway - One For The 
Journey EP 
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music that time forgot: 
look blue go purple 

Words: Jon Dale 
Illustration: Anke Weckmann 



If you grab your mouse and click through the 
endlessly proliferating audiovisual maze of YouTube, 
you'll eventually find four short live-in-the-studio 
videos from New Zealand's Look Blue Go Purple - 
Denise Roughan, Lesley Paris, Kath Webster, Norma 
O'Malley and Kathy Bull (now known as Francisca 
Griffin). Vivid and brave, the group's unaffected 
pop was intuited by five inspired characters from 
Dunedin, in New Zealand's South Island, their music 
playful, sometimes gleefully brash, always joyous. 

Formed in 1 983, they released three wild, giddy 
EPs over four years -'Bewitched', 'LBGPEP2'and 
'This Is This', all collected (and still available) on 
1 991 's Compilation CD. Listening to those records 
back to back, what strikes me is their edginess, the 
pop pleasure of a song like 'Cactus Cat' sitting at 
right angles to the mysterious, twitchy melodies 
that weave and warp around 'Circumspect 
Penelope'. You can hear the clanging reverb of 
David Kilgour's guitar in there, and the vibrant, 
edgy strumming of Graeme Downes of The 
Verlaines: Look Blue Go Purple had the best of 
friends to draw from when they started. 

"The bands that already existed were a great 
influence," reflects Denise, "especially, forme, The 
Clean - and probably The Verlaines too. I started 



going to see bands at 1 5, and by 1 6 was sneaking 
into pubs to see them play." "Norma and I thought 
it would be a great idea to form an all-women 
group," Francisca continues, "and so we roped the 
others in. 

Lesley recalls, "For me it was a combination 
of being inspired by the likes of The Slits and The 
Raincoats. We didn't really sound anything like 
those bands but I think they opened up a way of 
making unconventional melodic music." Denise: 
"Our early gigs were pretty weird - mud-soaked 
hippy-type mini-festivals and the like, until we 
started playing inside, which was more comfortable. 
But yes, we did feel like part of a community, and 
for the most part we were well-received. " 

Looking back at the burst of energy that 
manifested around New Zealand's Flying Nun label 



Look Blue Go Purple 
was never about 
underachievement, 
willful or otherwise 



in the Eighties, I've always been impressed by the 
amount of women involved, in groups like The 
Chills, The Verlaines, The Puddle, Marie And The 
Atom and The Bats. "Yes, women did get really 
involved, and they showed a wide variety of 
talents," Denise recalls. "They would lend 
something to a band of otherwise all-men that 
completely altered the dynamic." But Look Blue 



Go Purple also feel like instigators to me - both 
politically and aesthetically. "I've had more than 
a few young women come up to me and thank 
me for what we did, it gave them the courage to 
get out there themselves, " Francisca confides. 

So, when people call Look Blue Go Purple 
'twee' or 'indie', well, excuse me for being 
defensive, but this band was never about 
underachievement, willful or otherwise -they 
always sound totally triumphant and confident, as 
though they're making fantastic strides with every 
song. "Yeah, thanks for saying that," Lesley says. 
" Kath and Denise had that amazing fast, powerful 
strumming and I think we were more 'rock' live than 
our EPs captured." 

There's a great photo of them in the Compilation 
insert where they're dressed in fantastically clashing 
outfits, huddled underneath a tree. Norma is 
holding a glass of wine, looking bemused; Kathy 
is the only member addressing the camera; Denise 
is hiding behind sunglasses, looking about ready 
to zoom out of focus. The group's humility and 
humanity in that photo sums up everything I love 
about Look Blue Go Purple, and when I listen to 
Compilation (something I do more often than 
most any other artist in my record collection) I'm 
reminded of other groups who create their own 
world and share a weird yet welcoming sense of 
humour: The Pastels, The Clean, The Homosexuals. 

I'd like to claim Look Blue Go Purple as moral 
arbiters and generous patrons of any group or artist 
who totally possess their own art but eagerly and 
generously share, with great warmth and bravery, 
the musical and ideological spoils of their self- 
wrought victories. No one did it better. 
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laxen rrom tne forthcoming album Be He Me - Out lo June 
ificent" NME "Compulsive four-minute pop masterpieces... Absolute perfection" The Fly 
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imate objects 

Do you have any lucky and/or 
sentimental items you keep with you 
everywhere - what are they and why? 

"When we recorded the band's first demos, 
Aleks made us all hand stitched 'Team 
Campesinos!' wrist bands, and I wear mine 
all thetime. It makes me feel like I'm part 
of a gang or something. Which I guess I am, 
and it's a nice feeling." 
(Gareth, Los Campesinos!) 

"My Hole T-shirt, I have it over 10 years and 
now it's my sleeping gown." 
(Marina, Bonde Do Role) 

"My first festival T-shirt: Rock In Rio, 1 985. 
Yes, I was five, so it definitely doesn't fit on 
me anymore!" 
(Gorky, Bonde Do Role) 

Do you have any superstitions and/or 
rituals - as an individual or a band? 

"I don't think we've ever done a gig without 
doing the 'Big Gay Hug', which involves 
a seven-Campesino cheerleading-style 
huddle. Individually, I've made quite a 
habit of puking in the build-up to shows, 
through nerves. But that habit has now 
been counter-balanced by drinking as much 
as I can before we play." 
(Tom, Los Campesinos!) 

instrumental versions 

Why do you play the instrument 
you do? 

"I play glockenspiel because the ability 
required to do so is minimal to none, and 
guitars are so passe." 
(Gareth, Los Campesinos!) 

What's your favourite instrument that 
you don't play? 

"I used to have violin lessons when I was 
little, but not being able to play all the 
Oasis songs I wanted (it was pretty much 
limited to Pachelbel's 'Canon'. I mean, 
whatever), I converted to guitar. I don't 
know if you're allowed to mention Oasis 
in Plan B in a potentially positive way, I'm 
sorry if so." 
(Tom, Los Campesinos!) 

"I have played the same Rick bass since 
I was 1 6. It has really developed a personality 
to me. I have plenty of other instruments 
but to me my bass has a soul. I am sure Jason 
would say the same about his Tele guitar. 
We have been jamming with those guys 
half our lives at this point." 
(Steve, Dead Meadow) 




monarch 

Words: Noel Gardner 

Illustration: Meg Hunt 



" Rainbow Of Death is like a Nineties powerviolence- 
meets-J-Pop type of band. We play 1 2-minute live 
sets that consist of over 20 songs. " Faced with 
information as awesome as this, it is hard to resist 
the temptation to shitcan the planned interview 
altogether and concentrate on this tangent. Hard, 
but not impossible, since Rainbow Of Death is a 
side-project of three quarters of Monarch, and 



Their record artwork 
has hearts and ghosts 
and rainbows rather 
than goats and rocks 
and solitary trees 



Monarch are a great and beastly thing. 

Monarch, an extreme doom metal quartet 
from Bayonne in France, are first and foremost 
great because of their music, which is incredibly 
slow, heavy and tortured-sounding (as in the 
vocals literally sound like they're being delivered 
by someone getting tortured). 

They say" HAIL BLACK SABBATH "at every 
opportunity but are likewise in the zone with those 
bands who've stretched the Sabbath frame to (what 
you think every time will be) its logical conclusion. 
Sunn 0))), Khanate, Swans, Burning Witch, the 
Melvins and a few less well-known but oft-hailed 
names like Corrupted, Noothgrush and Asunder is 
basically what we're talking about. You can take 



any one of those and find someone who considers 
them the ultimate in heaviness; 'Les Lumieres Have 
Been Blown Out', track two of Monarch's three- 
track, two-CD, 90-minute album 666 is playing 
right now and it sounds, to these ears, right up 
there -down there, really-withanyof them. 

They love and are inspired by the sea and 
seafaring things, especially anchors. They have 
their own T-shirt business, Candy Kill Industries, 
which also means their record artwork has hearts 
and ghosts and rainbows rather than goats 
and rocks and solitary trees and all that stuff that 
would be great if it wasn't on every friggin' doom 
sleeve ever. Frontwoman Emilie says she doesn't 
specifically remember creepy guys being creepy 
towards her on Monarch's UK tour late last year 
because, "I was drunk". 

Although they've only been releasing records 
since 2005, they have immersed themselves in 
underground and DIY hardcore/punk culture for 
many years. Bassist Michell says, "I used to have 
a label and a punk/hardcore fanzine but had to give 
it up because the bands I play in take up all of my 
free time. It's really important for us to maintain and 
promote DIY ethics, be it in our bands or in everyday 
life." They are not, however, belligerent ghettoist 
dorks about it like some people. 

Michell: "I have no problem with bigger labels 
distributing extreme music to wider audiences. 
What does bother me is the hype that goes with 
the territory, like the ridiculous prices some of these 
records are going for. It's pretty messed-up that 
people go to underground concerts they have no 
musical interest in just to buy limited edition tour 
releases to sell for a hefty profit right after. " 

Basically, Monarch achieve the dual trick of 
sounding astonishingly malevolent, grotesque and 
amped to absolute hell, while also coming off as 
wholly righteous and goodtime people who would 
explain their private catchphrases to you, let you 
look through their record collection, do high fives 
but not so much that it was annoying -that kind of 
thing. I hope I'm right. 

www.myspace.com/monarchuberalles 
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A quiet tour for Xiu Xiu would be 

a mental breakdown for most... 

Tour diary: Jamie Stewart 
Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 




The most striking thing about this whole trip was 
that, with total, self-destructive indulgence, we 
listened to the book-on-tape Get In The Van (Henry 
Rollins' Black Flag tour journals) at least four times, 
on two blue CD-Rs -our new inverted Torah. 
Our tours are nothing like theirs were; we are 
not anywhere near as famous or as violent or as 
drowned as they seemed to be. So all we did for 
a month was make Get In Th e Van joke quotes I ike 
" Denny's. . .sucked", talked shit about other bands 
we played with and then had to remind ourselves 
that we need not be as hostile as the book made us 
feel. It was funny to be so obsessed with how messy 
our (and other peoples') past tours have been and 
then by comparison baffled by how easy and almost 
dignified this last outing was. We played the best we 
have ever played, had the biggest audiences we've 
ever had, did not drink 
too much, 
had 




no huge fights and did not have to, upon returning 
home, spend four days in bed staring at the wall. 
Why does touring need to be traumatic to feel 
like touring? It does not make the music better 
when we feel like we are going to die. We just play 
exhausted and it sounds that way. Maybe we feel 
guilty that we get to do this at all and have to torture 
ourselves for our good fortune. We all agree that 
we hate ourselves, so maybe this great tour left us 
wondering what we did wrong. 

4 April, Washington 

As I am walking to where I am going to eat dinner, 
a 1 ,000 year-old homeless man says to me, " I'm 
gonna suck ya dick! " Then as I am walking back 
to the club a different 1 ,000 year homeless man 
says to me " Hey, you little faggot. I'm gonna suck 
ya dick! " 

7 April, Cambridge 

We blow up the PA. This is a point of pride for us. 
Freddy Ruppert, from the band This Song 
Is A Mess But So Am I, told us that 
whenever Skinny Puppy has 
a bad show they play this 
extraordinarily loud and 
bass-heavy song called 
'Explode The PA as 
revenge on the club or 
audience. We never do 
this on purpose but 
we have blown up at 
least eight over the 
last couple years. 
Once I did it while 
playing only acoustic 
guitar. I am fucking 
THOR! We call Freddy 
every time this happens. 
EXULT IN DESTRUCTION! 

14 April, Bloomington 

Somehow (er. . .global warming?) there 
is a blizzard in the spring. Somehow, also, the 



audience does not leave even though we are 
headlining (ie: on last) and it is below freezing. 
Thereissnowfallingon my drum machine. Caralee's 
hands are frozen and she can hardly play at all. 
Ches says FUCK IT and plays his ass off, somehow 
making it, despite hypothermia and the yeti, I think 
the most fucking stupid fun post-apocalyptic show 
of our lives. 

The audience is laughing with delirium at 
how cold it is. People compare it to surviving the 
Vietnam war. 

Later that night David pisses on my feet in 
the snow outside our motel room. 

19 April, Seattle 

Also, David has been saying he's going to cum on 
my face while lam 'sleeping' the whole tour- but 
he can't finish for some reason. Tonight he gets 
really close but stops at the last second. I get really 
mad that he bails on what would be the perfect 
performance art and wrestle him to the bed holding 
both of his hands down. A few days before, in 
Denver, I went to a really great S&M store and got 
this wicked wooden paddle that I want to beat 
him with. 

I give his hands to Ches so I can get it out of my 
suitcase but Ches lets him go, David takes a beer 
bottle and tries to smash it on the night stand to 
make a knife so he can presumably kill me. But he 
hits the ashtray instead and it shatters sending glass 
everywhere. Somehow the bottle does not break. 
For one second David is very confused - the bottle is 
intact but there is glass in our beds. He never does 
complete the deed... 

Luckily, Caralee is at a friend's house and misses 
all this. 

22 April, San Francisco 

I am so embarrassed by this. Throughout our set 
my guitar is cutting in and out. Normally when this 
happens, I fix it and then we go on. This night I lose 
my mind, smash my (favourite) guitar and it literally 
breaks in half. I leave the stage like an asshole. 
Mike from Sunset Rubdown, a true prince and 
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Fuck my hometown. 
Why did you betray me? 



gentleman, coaxes me back to finish the show and loans me his guitar. In the 
back of my mind I want to smash his too, as a joke. 

After this, a pretty young woman walks up to me and says, "Are you into 
infantilism? I like to pretend lama little girl." "Oh", I say, "I have really never 
thought about it." "I have a crush on you," she adds. 

24 April, Los Angeles 

Fuck this place and fuck all the assholes who work there forever. We walk 
in and one of the staff is literally screaming at his mother, in front of us, 
Sunset Rubdown and the idiot, fuck-up, rot-minded, seagull-shit sound 
guys, "YOU ARE A CRACK WHORE. YOU ARE JUST A FUCKING CRACK 
WHOOOOOOOORE. FUCK YOU, CRACK WHORE! "This lasts for- 1 am not 
exaggerating -five minutes. No one says anything and his mother limps away. 
The sound guys fuck up during the set, purposefully making the sub monitors 
feedback searingly. 

At the end of the night, after we are ripped off by the falling-down-drunk 
promoter and further insulted by the tubercular-blood, satan-zit, dick-boil 
sound guys, the good son tries to fight Caralee and me over some towels that 
we were charged for (! ?) and were thus taking home. Carla Bozulich cools 
things out. 

Fuck my hometown. Why did you betray me? I have defended you forever, 
and now everyone in New York is vindicated. You do suck. 

Then, we all got home safely. 

Lou Reed was nick-named 'fancy pants' the whole time. Caralee started 
a band called Les Filles with Miya Osaki. Ches and David, Rob Fisk and I started 
a band called the D2s (Ches is Borderline, David is D2, Rob wears a mask and is 
secretly in Les Filles, I am Tresciento Kilogramas). 

Katie Eastburn was on liquid MDMA the whole trip. Spencer from Sunset 
Rubdown was on Percaset the whole trip. Owen from Casiotone For The 
Painfully Alone was on steroids, and beat his donkey with a belt the whole trip. 
Kim V from Shearwater, like Peaches, drank bottles of straight ketchup the 
whole time. 

From Rollins, El Payaso, "The streets lie, the moon lies, my hoodie lies, this 
sunflower seed lies." 






playlist: 
optimo, glasgow 

Words: JG Wilkes 
Illustration: Adrian Fleet 



Prinzhorn Dance School: 

Laywers Water Jug (DFA) 

Now DFA-produced. Prinzhorn Dance 
School played live at the club and were 
so seductive with this sort of dry and 
empty sound. Thankfully maintained 
here - indeed made great on record. 
C'mon the 'horn, aye. 

Databrain: Electrofrogs (JD Twitch 
Edit Mule Musiq)from Walkabout 
12-inch sampler 

The snare breakdown is like machine gun 
fire on this Pin-Up 'minimal' track and 
has never failed to cause carnage on the 
dancefloor. Now, 1 2 years on, Twitch 
makes a great edit which lets loose with 
those snares not once but twice ! 

Grinderman: No Pussy Blues 
(Edit) (Mute) 

Haunting, at the same time funny and 
then totally unhinged. You know the 
debate about the album. Whatever it is, 
I never imagined this to be a dancefloor 
record but it rocks Optimo. Music is 
music is club music. 

Stud Cole: Always And Always 
(Pacific Atlantic Tribune) 

Bought this recently secondhand on 
a visit to Brooklyn without a listen or 
any prior knowledge of it- indeed purely 
because the sleeve had a note attached 
saying it was, "The only record in the 
store which all the staff agreed on being 
utter genius". 

Undassifiable rock 'n' roll music - 
this song deals with heartache in such 
a strange and intense way. It's slow and 
heavy, like real heartache. Is it rockabilly, 
garage rock, psych, blues-rock? I dunno, 
maybe all of the above, but this is 
something unique. 



Hercules: 7 Ways To Jack 
(Dance Mania) 

The perfect jack track. Marshall Jefferson 
from 1 986 - sleaze with cheese slowly 
undresses the dancefloor. This is Hercules 
and you must jack your body. 

Joakim: Lonely Hearts (Loving 
Hand Remix) (Versatile) 

Great mix by Tim Goldsworthy combines 
lots of unlikely elements to make a really 
driving prog-feel disco track. The original, 
a pop song in loose terms or at least this 
lovely weird Frenchman's interpretation 
of one, is wonderfully catchy but 
melancholic.There's a nice video by 
artist Camille Henrot of the original song, 



eaze wit 
leese slowl 
idresses the 
ncefloor 



which uses collected film footage 
from weddings. 

Funkadelic: Maggot Brain 
(Nine Records Inc.) 

A truly astonishing improvised guitar 
solo. According to legend, George 
Clinton (out of his mind on LSD) told 
Eddie Hazel to play the first half of the 
song like his mother had just died and to 
play the second half as if he had found 
out she was alive. May or may not be true 
but this dark bluesy psych-out has the 
true freedom of funk pouring out. 

Hank Williams: Ramblin' Man 
(Mercury) 

As Hank said, "A good song is a good 
song", and he wrote some of the best 
I ever heard. The King of HonkyTonk. 

JD Twitch andJG Wilkes are the brainiacs 
behind Optimo, taking place at the Sub 
Club, Glasgow, every Sunday. The latest 
Optimo mix CD, Walkabout, is out now 
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when we meet 

Words: Everett True and kicking_k 
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Slow Down Tallahassee 

They say: 1/1/e met behind the bar of a seedy 
nightclub, serving endless drinks as Motown 
hits and disco classics stopped our hearts 
from giving in. Taking our inspiration from 
the paintings of Henry Darger, the writings 
of Dorothy Parker and Pablo Neruda, girl 
groups, paperback romances, tear-jerking 
pop and the burning ambition to write an 
album full of the greatest, most thoughtful 
pop hits that this country has ever seen, we 
formed a band and the fun began. We say: 
swoon. The greatest all-female Midlands 
teenage pop group this side of The 
Nightingales themselves. 
www.myspace.com/ 
slowdowntallahasseegirls 



Crayola Lectern 

He says: Crayola Lectern is an ongoing musical 
project which charts the life of its creator, the 
music evolving at the same pace as that of his life. 
Not seeking out reward or success, but merely 
a naive expression of the ongoing trials, feelings; 
moments of salvation experienced by one 
human being. We say: beautiful, slow motion, 
somnambulist music with cascades of piano and 
hushed vocals from Legend ! band member that 
fondly recalls Robert Wyatt's Rock Bottom. 
And why not? It's a great album. 
www.myspace.com/crayolalectern 

Die Die Deneuve 

They say: rock/indie/punk. We say: sharp, terse, 
aggressive female trio from the wastes of south 
England; one leg shaking like it's got a case of 
severe Sleater-Kinney jitters, the other tense and 
straight like it's watching a Glenn Branca no wave 
symphony. Or, six legs, rather. There's tremor-tight 
vocal harmony, too. Hey! Math (rock) can be fun ! 
www.myspace.com/diediedeneuve 

Kid Sister 

She says: She makes club rap and works at a 
childrens clothing store slanging bibs and teething 
rings. We say: this real life brother/sister one-two 
show stupendous poise as they skidaddle between 
blunted Super Mario-style mountains of flavoured 
and coloured ice. It's nostalgic suburban house- 
party electro populated by lyrics about everyday 
substance abuse, dancing underthe influence, 
'pro nails' ("decorations on the toes") and 
unwanted booty calls, www.myspace.com/kidsister 



High Places 

They say: Walks on frozen ocean inlets, 
cat friends and adventurous vegan recipes. 
The spirit of school bus sing-a-longs, back 
country camping trips and first prize science 
fair projects. Sounds like: two dads hanging 
out. We say: as gorgeously plush as a 
just-groomed pet, as easily melodic as 
windchimes and as instantly sentimental 
as a Polaroid. 
www.myspace.com/hellohighplaces 



King Alexander 

They say: The ugly results of fast love and no money, 
King Alexander were born with chips on their 
shoulders and chronic short-sightedness. They are 
proud of none of their achievements to date other 
than their pioneering work with mutant babies. 
We say: every other spiky female-led new wave 
band on MySpace wants to sound like Siouxsie or 
Elastica. It's so refreshing to hear one that sounds 
like Toxic Shock; all brittle silences and hidden 
menace.www.myspace.com/allhailtheking 



High Places sound 

as gorgeously plush as 

a just-groomed pet 



Milk Kan 

They say: Milk Kan crawled theyre way up out 
of the South London surburban sewers with 
broken guitars in hand and hip hop break beats 
beaten on theyre backs. We say: grammatically- 
and spatially-challenged Plan B hive mind-baiting 
chirpy Cockney geezers with a nice line in Dolly 
Parton samples and Streets steals; as infuriating 
as pumpkins, www.myspace.com/milkthekan 

Larry Pickleman 

He says: I'm Larry, and I run www.antifolk.org 
putting on regular shows in Brighton UK featuring 
all sorts of DIY musicians. I also make lefty 
lo-fi music, flash games, animations and do 
other annoying spoof websites. We say: genius 
anti-designer, confrontational, post-Smiths robotic 
music that sails alarmingly close to the wind - and all 
the better for it. Not one to take your Ladyfest T- 



Dirty Projectors 

They say: HLOR U FANG AXAXAXAS MLO. 
We say: seems likeeverytimewetalkto 
anyone in the States at the moment, any 
time there's a lull in the conversation it's 
filled with sudden effusive praise for this 
(admittedly wonderful) out-there-right-now 
outfit. Dandyish falsettos ornament delicate 
but equally complex song structures, and 
sometimes it's difficult to tel I if that sound 
buzzing round the bass end is genuine 
brass or a patchwork of backward voices. 
Whatever, if you're anything like us, it'll 
make yr mind flutter and yr heart buzz. 
www.myspace.com/dirtyprojectors 



wearing friends to see. 
www.myspace.com/larrypickleman 

Say No! To Architecture 

They say: The music of two young suburbanites 
who don't leave their houses much. We say: Their 
'Experimental/Ambient/Psychedelic' tag is actually, 
unexpectedly, pretty much on the money -SN!TA 
sound like double-exposures, haunted beaches, 
and/or public transport in bad neighbourhoods. 
It's texturised machine drone that flickers between 
beauty and menace, as only people who run a 
musicians co-op called Ghosthunters Club could, 
perhaps, www.myspace.com/saynotoarchitecture 

Winston Echo 

He says: Winston Echo is me, Chris East. I'm 
sometimes a bit lonely. We say: uber-charming, 
uber-twee, uber-painful songs from Mr 
Undereducated himself- like an even more bereft 
Television Personalities for the Noughties, with some 
Jad Fair scary monster fixation thrown in. Admits to 
a Lesbo Pig and Daniel Johnston influence, and we'd 
be foolish to deny it - but Winston definitely has 
a loneliness and humour, all his own. 
www.myspace.com/iamwinstonecho 

Zeigeist 

They say: Pop with arty performances. We say: in 
a world where everything is a touch derivative just 
'cause creation is largely the act of cross-breeding 
unlikely elements and hoping for magic, band 
references are usually pretty approximate. Not in 
this case. Half of Zeigeist's songs sound exactly like 
The Knife, and half exactly like Fischerspooner. It's 
almost unreal, how close they map the contours. 
www.myspace.com/thezeigeist 
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guided tour: von siidenf ed 

Words: kicking_k 

What happens when the cerebral electronica of Mouse On Mars meets the fractured syntax of Mark E Smith? 
Plan B probed Von Siidenf ed's Jan St Werner with cold, analytical fingers... 



Grafting a famous face to the inhuman pulse of 
your discomusik has long been a profitable tactic 
for dance acts wanting to lure in new listeners; a 
well-synched puppet show that has produced few 
classics among a panoramic host of polite two-way 
suck-jobs. 

Thing is, the host tends to swallow the guest 
whole - husking them of nutrients and shitting out 
the remainder. The muse is locked out of the nuts 
and bolts of creation 'cause they don't tend to share 
a familiarity with the necessary technology. And this 
disconnection of hemispheres means the voice is 
treated either as another instrument (the words 
nothing but verbalised instructions) or is expected to 
humanise the landscape it finds itself abandoned in. 

So, does Mark E Smith get down with the 
machines so that he can be an equal partner with 
the studio bards? Does he fuck. But if you think 
he cares about reading instructions, sticking to 
what he knows or leaving the complicated stuff up 
to experts, you're probably one of the liquidated 
allsorts who fell from The Fall at a seasonal cull. 
MarkESmith'sjobistopush buttons, bait traps, 
break stuff from the inside and leave others to 
puzzle over his unanswerable questions. 

In encouraging this asp to suckle, Mouse 
On Mars have to be saluted for their bravery - 
instead of a disembodied star turn, all concerned 
have compromised and infected each other. Von 
Sudenfed's Tromatic Reflexxions is a machine abuse 
dance record made by outsiders. On paper, it must 
be technically worse than some imagined product 
where specialists buzz happily away at their 
particular ecological tasks. In fact, it's immeasurably 
better. Art demands chaos, and that's an order. 



Fledermaus Can't Get Enough 

" Really fast-made track, one vibe pumping through 
the song, kind of like a rave. Mark describes his 
way up the stairs to the studio and what happens 
along the way. We wanted to make a noisy dance 
record which would neither sound like Mouse On 
Mars nor The Fall but like something that should 
have existed a long time but simply didn't. A classic 
future sound." 

The Rhinohead 

"We listened to some Northern Soul the night 
before recording that song. Mark then put down 
his idea about the rhino, which he saw wearing 
a nickel necklace. We built the whole track around 
it later. His voice is so strong and blends perfectly 
with electronic sounds. His lyrics are immediate 
and work on many levels. He is incorruptible." 

Flooded 

"Jan's dream, translated into a story by Mark. 
He books a club to be able to play his favourite 
music, but when he arrives the resident DJ tells 
him off. There is no other way but to flood the 
club. Flooding is also associated with pissing 
into one's bed. Mark was aware of Mouse On 
Mars but we are not sure how much it was a novelty 
thing or real listening pleasure for him. He must 
have been curious - otherwise he would not have 
come along." 

Serious Brainskin 

"A stop and go vocal/sound cut-up grimestep song. 
We live in strange and mysterious times' can also be 
understood as 'sounds'. Andi [Toma] and I tend to 



'Mark then put down 
his idea about the 
rhino, which he saw 
wearing a nickel 
necklace' 



work a lot on details. We tried to avoid that for 
this project and keep the initial punch of the live 
sessions. The intensity of trying things out for the 
first time is what we focused rather than working 
too much on the production." 

Chicken Yiamas 

"A blues song from Mark, who cannot boil his 
chicken. The basic track is a kind of acid soca track 
we derived from the live sessions. Andi added some 
guitar and Mark came up with the lyrics. Mark and 
Jan shout on that one. The duo sets we played in 
the last couple of years became increasingly harsh 
and noisy. In fact, it was one of our gigs that started 
the collaboration. Mark and his wife Elli came to 
a show in London. The first Von Sudenfed session 
was based on such a type of set with Mark's voice 
as the icing on the cake. " 

Jbak Lois Lane 

"A kind of sound play featuring Andi playing a 
vacuum cleaner and Mark talking about the Polish 
construction workers in his street. They are both in 
separate rooms and cannot understand each other 
very well." 
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take it serious 

Words: Emily Bick 



Mika Miko are furiously lovable, whether having fun with acronyms or rocking like a schoolbus crash 



Mika Miko's songs are like sunshine punching 
the air. They sound a bit Fugazi, a bit power pop - 
but dirtier, and their craniums are showing. One 
unavoidable comparison is to X-Ray Spex. Then 
there's Take It Serious', which goes one further 
as an amped-up hybrid of Black Flag and Wire. 

Three of Mika Miko answer the phone, slumber 
party-style, calling to each other to pick up 
extensions in other rooms. They are: Kate (drums) 
Jennifer (vocals, guitar), and Michelle (guitar, 
vocals). Right now there are five ladies in the band, 
including Jenna and Jennifer's sister, Jessie. Onstage 
they stomp around in bratty sunglasses and jogging 
shorts from the Eighties. They're super smart. 
Sometimes Jennifer sings through an old-school 
phone receiver. " My dad's an engineer, and he 
showed me how to make any speaker into a 



They've braved slimy 
lakes and been kept 
awake by horny 
cicadas 



microphone," she explains, "I tried with a hairdryer, 
but we prefer singing down the phone. " 

They're gross-smart too, in a way that girls 
usually aren't, or aren't supposed to be. When 
asked what the title of their album, CYSLABF, stands 
for, Michelle says, " It's kind of this thing that nobody 
knows. It's a secret." "But people make up their 
own meanings," adds Jennifer. "My favourite one 



is Can You Stay Longer And Butt Fuck? I tell people 
that's what it means and people are like, oh my god, 
what's wrong with these girls?" 

CYSLABF is the kind of album that makes 
sweat drip from the ceiling of the best punk house 
basement parties, where everyone is so amped 
about how incredible life is that they don't mind 
ramming into everyone else's stinky armpits. It's 
about grabbing the world and magnifying it and 
handing it back to everyone like a shimmering 
birthday present, and saying, yourturn, please! 
People attheirshows bounce balloons around and 
take their pants off (you can see it on YouTube), and 
get up to sing words they know by heart into the 
mic. Mika Miko are bemused by the adulation. As 
Jennifer tells it, "You kind of know that people like 
your band but when you see it happening it's like 
where am I right now? You see that happening to 
other bands. . .It's like the twilight zone. " 

I ask them about '666', the new EP that should 
be out by the time they tour the UK and Europe 
this summer, and they say it will sound different, 
more raw. "It was crazy, we recorded it in one day 
in June on a four-track," says Michelle. "It's really 
abrasive and people say it sounds more punk. " 

Mika Miko are aged between 20 and 23, and 
most of them have been playing together since they 
were in their late teens. While I hate asking these 
age questions because too many band profiles use 
the musicians' ages as a stick to beat readers with, it 
seemed important here, because in the States there 
are so many limitations on where you can play when 
you're under 2 1 . When they started, they were 
friends who hung out at The Smell in LA, an all-ages 
volunteer-staffed venue and gallery where they still 



work a few times a week. They run sound, make 
food, book shows, whatever. 

But on tour, all-ages venues aren't always easy 
to come by. Mika Miko have been kicked out of 21 
and counting. They've played towns that smell like 
cow manure where locals ask if they're "that chick 
band". They've braved slimy lakes and been kept 
awake by horny cicadas. But to hear them tell it, it's 
all great fun. 

Surely something pisses them off? I ask about 
the LA scene - all of the glossy style magazine 
stories seem to be about bands like The Like, whose 
parents are record execs or stupidly over-connected. 
A band like Mika Miko- who have exponentially 
more talent, better songs, and have worked their 
asses off for years - only get a fraction of the 
mainstream attention. (As consolation, they did 
make the cover of Maximum Rocknroll last autumn: 
'MIKA MIKO' the huge headline, 'Return of The Fall' 
much smaller at the bottom.) 

Anyway, they're unfazed. As Kate explains, 
"That's not our world, we have our kind of people. 
And it's cool that bands like that are trying to 
do something instead of being like, oh, I have 
my Beemer." 

Their optimism is almost childlike - but there's 
nothing naive about organising tours, working 
day jobs, going to biology classes at university and 
working on a zillion of their own other creative 
projects - and still making music to shake your 
floor and ceiling and seen-it-all skeptical heart. 
And why can't hard work and passion sit next to 
geeky silliness and jokes about butt fucking? To 
Mika Miko, there are no contradictions. 

www.mikamiko.tk 
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sympathetic rhythms 

Words: Abi Bliss 

I lustration: James Dawe 



Ghislain Poirier reconfigures backsections from Montreal to Dakar 



"I like the idea to finish something when it's still 
really happening. Bounce le Gros was, like, two 
years, psycho! I think it's perfect." 

If you were planning to nip over to Montreal 
in the next few months -unlikely, yes, but then 
I haven't even made it to ATP yet - and were hoping 
to do a bit of booty-shaking over there, perchance 
to a soundtrack of foundation-rattling ragga, 
dancehall, hip hop, but most of all booming bass, 
then place that booty gently back down on a chair 
and prepare for bad news. Monthly night Bounce 
le Gros has bounced its last. 

Montreal's loss is the rest of the world's gain, 
however, as the night's founder, Ghislain Poirier, 
will be touring the globe with a live drummer. The 
album (due in autumn on Ninja Tune) promises 
"ragga, soca, dubstep, hip hop and really fucked-up 



bongo f lava to 
af rikaans rap: 
kicking k's first 
foray into af rican 
hip hop 



x plastaz 

Tanzania's preeminent 
crew incorporate 
traditional Maasai chants, 
unexpected rhythms 
courtesy of dancehall and 
Bollywood, helping create 
the popular Bongo Flava 
genre in the process. Vids 
take in traditional village 



life and a dormant volcano 
-which erupted again the 
day after the band's Faza 
Nelly was killed in 2006. 
www.xplastaz.com 

awadi 

A member of influential 
Senegalese outfit Positive 
Black Soul, Awadi's solo 
career has since taken in 
studio production, TV 
presenting, "A host of 
sound and security 
companies" plus 
consciousness-raising, 



'The people who rap in 
Africa have a role in 
society' 



rhythms", following on from 2005's Breakupdown, 
which saw Ghislain moving away from his earlier 
abstract electronica and making for the dancefloor. 
"Sometimes I try to really fuck my brain," he 
explains. "But doing an intellectual thing is not 
always good. I'm trying to be dancefloor and 
intelligent at the same time, so it has to be catchy 
and it has to have depth to it. " 

If you haven't 
heard Poirier'sown 
tracks yet, you may 
well have encountered 
one his remixes: for 
Lady Sovereign (whom 
he supported in the US) 
and Les Georges 
Leningrad, or one of 
his self-released Bounce 
Le Remix albums, the 
latest volume of which 
sees everyone from 
Spank Rock to Justin 
Trousersnake offering 
their booties up. "I 
don't think you have to 
respect the track that 



ancestor-praising rap. 
www.awadimusic.com 

terror mc 

Afrikaans may not seem 
a natural fit for hip hop, 
but this self-stenciled 
T-wearing rap artiste 
renders it effortless, 
"rocking crowds from 
township to township" 
in South Africa. Following 
collabos with Acton's True 
Tiger, an album is expected 
Summer 2007. www. 
myspace.com/theterrormc 



you're remixing," he says. "The remix has to be 
interesting, it has to be a song by itself." 

His Grimeyland mix of African grime, hip hop 
and crunk for Mary Anne Hobbs' radio show was 
the latest in a long-running love of compiling the 
continent's less WOMAD-f riendly sounds. " I'd been 
in Africa twice, in 1 998 and 2001 . 1 really enjoyed 
it over there, because I knewtherewasahugehip 
hop scene we never hear about that in the west. " 

Being a French-Canadian native of Quebec 
has its advantages when it comes to checking out 
a wider range of hip hop. " In Quebec, French is 
the majority, but in America, a minority. And when 
you're in a minority, you have to open your eyes to 
what's coming from outside. When Dizzee Rascal 
released his first album, it was in Quebec maybe two 
months before anywhere else in North America. 

From his perspective, it's location more than 
language that shapes your syllables: "People who 
rap in French in Quebec imitate what's going on in 
America. But if they rap in French in France, it's really 
social, and political. They're more involved with the 
language on another level, like literature. In English, 
at the moment it seems to be more about the bling- 
bling, party thing, and that's fine, but if you heard 
English hip hop from Africa, the lyrics will be really 
social. The people who rap over there have a role in 
society. They speak for the people who don't have a 
voice, and they try to educate people. Like how early 
hip hop was in the United States." 

In the meantime, watch out for Ghislain shaking 
his own booty while behind the decks. "I'm DJing 
for the crowd, but if I don't make myself dance, it's 
maybe a bad point." 

www.myspace.com/ghislainpoirier 
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When she's not breeding horses or riding them across the plains, you'll find Miss Holly Golightly 
at home, wrangling an ancient four-track to produce sharp, sweet, sepia-tinted rock'n'roll and 
lonesome cowgirl blues 



This is the raging moon. High above the New Forest 
where wild horses roam, illuminating the narrow 
roads of the Sussex Downs where fungi grow in 
tree crevices, hidden in storm clouds looming over 
London. Red, shadowy, slightly opaque. Fingers 
blur. Pots rattle in a deserted house boat. In the 
distance, clown music. 

If you were to ask me to describe a recording 
studio I cherished, I'd say Liam Watson's Toerag 
- I've never been there, but it's situated in an alley 
between two semi-detached houses in the dingy 
suburb of Homerton, London E5, with checker 
floors and wonderful old analogue mixing boards 
like George Martin used in the mid-Sixties. Billy 
Childish has recorded there; not coincidentally, 
so have The White Stripes (for 2003's sprawling 
Elephant); so has Miss Holly Golightly. 

Miss Holly Golightly. Forgive me while I swoon. 
Her name, her music, her whole persona is 
associated with a certain exquisite Fifties-style 
fashion and rock'n'roll; sharpness, style. Her music is 
a drawl of simple eloquence, a sugar-sharp dispatch 
from past times where a song was a song, and a 
melody a melody, and all that mattered was honing 
the sound so you could communicate both with 
elan. I can't think of anyone so able to define her 
own sound this side of Kim Deal, although I'm not 
convinced it's entirely deliberate on Holly's part. 

She is, as Jack White once put it, herself - and 
there is rarely a higher compliment. She follows her 
own path. 

She'll tear tiny cracks in your heart, if that's what 
you want. 

This is the raging moon: the moon underneath 
which to rage. See it rising above the flutter of 
wastepaper and curl of cigarette smoke amid the 
blurry street lights of Elephant & Castle, see it 
setting proud and full as horses run rampant 
through fields and brooks and meadows. There 
is only you and the moon and the stars. How can 
you not feel your heart cracking? 

People confuse lo-fi with amateur. 

"Oh what, you mean like slapdash?" 

. . .And that's not Toerag at all. 

"Toerag's nothing like that. Nobody could be 
more obsessed than Liam. Everything that Liam 
has is the best it could possibly be for its time, even 
if it's not in pristine condition. That's not slapdash, 
that's a life's work. I don't know what lo-fi means. 
It sounds like something that someone didn't put 
a lot of thought into. You probably know a lot more 
about it than me." 



I'm sat opposite Holly in a dim sum restaurant. 
I was once told she's friendly, but guarded. She 
seems flat-out friendly to me. It seems like we've 
known each other years, even though we've never 
met before. ("Once," Holly corrects me. "We met 
once before.") 

"I'm somewhere in the middle between 
slapdash and amateur," she continues. "I just got 
an old four-track to replace my last one that my 
cats had pissed in; they took a shine to it for some 
reason. So it gave up the ghost and that was really 
lo-fi because two of the channels were fucked on 
it. I've got this new one that's probably a couple of 
years older, but I have no idea how it works and I've 
been practising for my tour with my buddy's backing 
track tape playing in the speaker behind me. It's 
funny because people thought that I'd gone out 



. . .and no, I still don't know her real name - it 
comes as a shock when someone reminds me that 
she has one. 

"I'm a jack of trades," says Holly, "because 
I know a lot about everything, but not enough to 
be an expert in any field. Probably the nearest thing 
that I'm an expert in is breeding horses. That's my 
creative outlet." 

Were you successful at that? 

"Yes, to a degree. [Holly had been living out in 
San Francisco, in an apartment above hipster venue 
Bottom Of The Hill, but she broke her foot in a riding 
accident, necessitating her return to London. It also 
put paid to her dancing; Northern Soul mostly.] It's 
not a huge turnover but it is massive job satisfaction. 
Turning out well-behaved, mannered animals 
makes me proud of myself. 



'I'm somewhere in the middle 
between slapdash and amateur' 



of my way to get the sound, as it was recorded in 
a barn with a really high roof and all this reverb, but 
it was totally unintentional. 

"My boyfriend said, 'God, people pay a fuckin' 
fortune to get that sound'. And that is the irony of 
it. I don't really know how anything works. I know 
how to work it for my purposes, but everything 
I have is capable of so much more. I've got a new 
laptop and I know that it can probably fly me to 
the moon but it's all I can do to pick up my email. 
It doesn't interest me." 

Miss Holly Golightly. I mean, yes, she's named 
after Audrey Hepburn's elegantly doomed 
debutante from Breakfast At Tiffany's, and yes, 
she once fronted Thee Headcoatees, three brazen 
cigarette-smoking females from the early Nineties 
who inspired a generation of lady garage bands, 
especially in Japan. (They were actually even better 
than their brother band Thee Headcoats, for whom 
they initially formed just to add whoops and sighs in 
the background.) A girl group, but man they were 
tough - they had a real ragged glamour. Everyone 
was in awe of them. They were the kind of girls you 
thought you could befriends with, butyou might 
not wanna... 



"But a lot of people would say that the local 
authority stuff that I do is very specialist as well. 
[Holly has been an anti-social behaviour housing 
officer in South London, among other roles.] But 
there are a lot of people like me just scamming it, 
just reading it as they go along." 

Holly Golightly is quite prolific. 

According to her website, she's released 14 solo 
albums since turning solo in 1 995 - and God knows 
how many singles. They vary in style,f rom 1 995's 
playful, nicotine-stained Good Things to the bluesy 
Serial Girlfriend (1 998) to 2000's more poppy God 
Don't Like It with its stand-out, harmonica-led 
garage duet 'Feel Something'. All are deceptively 
simple. One album might be slightly more redolent 
of early Rolling Stones; another might have the 
odd burst of Hammond organ; another might 
have a killer of a single hidden among the superb 
craftwork. My favourite, 2003's Truly She Is None 
Other is composed of 1 3 fully rounded, dryly 
emotional songs, with a low-end production like 
Ringo given full rein on the early Beatles recordings; 
sparkling and slightly scuffed-up. 

I pick up the cover to this year's Holly Golightly 
And The Brokeoffs album You Can't Buy A Gun 
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When You're Crying and it's all sepia tints, fading 
memories: two scrawny adults, standing as if in 
passing in an old church. On the back the pair are 
walking through a monochrome broad country 
lane, slightly apart, cold: she, dressed up in some 
form of country girl plus-fours, he with a smudge 
of a tie, shoulder-length hair. The music inside is 
all salutatory duets and warning shots fired across 
the brow of Americana: the odd clatter of a piano, 
a mewling of pedal steel, stately and sparse. 

It's like the direction you wanted The White 
Stripes to take after hearing Jack's ballad with Holly 
from Elephant, but knew they never would, too 
restricted by expectation. Nick Cave could relate 
tosomeofthesongtitles: him, and Tim Hardin; 
him and Skeeter Davis; her and that whole 
generation who grew up thinking 'Hurt' was a 
Johnny Cash original. Refined, like Johnny's old 
sparring partner June Carter, or Nancy Sinatra when 
she was still keeping company with that salacious 
old soul Lee Hazelwood. 

You're extremely productive as a recording artist, 
aren't you? 

"Yeah." 

Why is that? 
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"I make my own entertainment. I always have 
done. My parents are Londoners, but I grew up 
with my grandparents and we lived first in Wales, 
then moved to the wilds of East Sussex, and there's 
not much to do of an evening. If your nearest 
neighbours live three miles away, you're not gonna 
be hangin' out with your buddies. As soon as I got 
a regular tape recorder, I was taping John Peel, 
mucking around with my guitar. I'm an only child 
and I come the middle of fuckin' nowhere, so 
it came out of boredom really. Being prolific is 
something I do to fill the time when I'm not doing 
anything else. I can't really relax. I'm not very 
good at sitting on my arse watching rubbish telly. 
Although that's exactly what I should do some of 
the time." 

When you record an album, do you intend it to 
sound a certain way? 

"It's accidental, really. It's a case of not knowing 
any better. I'm quite narrow in my view of music 
anyway. They do all sound different to each other, 
though. Sometimes I'll have an idea and I'll say I 
wantthe whole album to sound like this, but I very 
rarely record a whole album at once, I've only done 
that once, which was a couple of years ago. But 
that's not how it really works for me cos that's two 




weeks off work. And when I say two weeks, most 
people would still be tuning their guitars after two 
weeks. But I don't know what I would do if you had 
six months. . .1 think I know more what I don't want 
my music to sound like." 

How do you manage to write so many lyrics? 

"I don't think I have that much to say to people; 
lyrically, it's all ground that's been trodden before. 
You know; 'My boyfriend's run away'. And, er, 
'Oh, he's come back again '! I don't sing about 
cars or submarines. I sing about what I know. It's 
very simplistic. There are only a few directions for 
my songs to go in. I like a very traditional formula, 
I like a verse and I like chorus. I write with backing 
tracks and whatever goes on top of that comes 
afterwards. 

"I write lyrics all the time, I'll have reams and 
reams of paper and then I'll have the four-track, 
and I'll just go over and over them to what bits 
I want to use. I'm always singing in my head when 
I'm riding. When I was doing endurance riding 
you have to keep up a steady pace for 25 miles 
a day, and that's a lot of miles to get through. It's 
no different to when they used to have to move 
cattle across the plains; they made up songs. It 
was something to do." 
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Justice might turn the dancef loor into a neon moshpit with their roughed-up beats and metal 
iconography - but these two Parisian disco nerds just want to stay in # keep it clean and dream about 
working with Michael Jackson 



A new sound is sweeping the nation's 
dancef loors. It's bass-heavy, energetic, herky- 
jerky and distorted. Some jokers have named 
this stuff 'blog house', for its prevalence on 
MP3 blogs; but essentially it's dance music with 
a rock aesthetic, and subtlety isn't its strongest 
asset. It attracts a crowd of drunk indie kids 
who dress in neons and pogo all overthe 
dancef loor. A few minutes of this stuff can 
sound very fun indeed, but an entire set is 
enough to make you want to slice your ears off. 

In some ways, French duo Justice could be 
said to have fathered this movement. Their 
productions have a rawness and immediacy 
that make them sound they're geared towards 
rock kids. They remixed wimpy indie band 
Simian, resulting in an enormous crossover hit. 
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Then they produced 'Waters Of Nazareth', a watching DVDs..." 

brutal wall of disco distortion that has become The pair met in the kitchen at a house par 

the prototype for the 'blog house' sound, and in 2003, and bonded over a shared love of Th 

has already spawned countless imitations. Go Buggies. "We were constantly listening to th 

to hear a Justice DJ set and you'll be confronted first album, The Plastic Age," says de Rosnay, 



producing music, I wasn't paying attention to 
this kind of details. I was listening to things like 
Sly And the Family Stone, which has a rough 
production, and I was never thinking, 'Eh, this 
production is kind of rough, I don't like it'. 

"Like, even 'Waters Of Nazareth', if you try 
to imagine it without distortion, it's just basic 
disco basslines, it's a really funky thing. Because 
of the distortion and iconography [like the 
12-inch's cross-laden, Metallica-pastiche 
sleeve], people were thinking, 'This is really 
rock'n'roll'. But we made it like a funky track." 

Auge and de Rosnay are not how I expected 
them to be. Their louche Gallic-hipster look 
-T-shirts, leather jackets, scruffy hair- does 
not suggest two withdrawn, geeky guys who 
are obsessed with late Seventies pop and disco. 
There's a perception on this side of the Channel 
that Justice form part of some hard-living, 
super-cool Frenchy clique who hang out and 
party hard every night in joints like Le Paris 
Paris with Sofia Coppola types and boys with 
ethnic scarves and gross fringes. 

But the reality is much tamer. "To be honest, 
we are not really party people," says de Rosnay. 
"We almost never go out in Paris, but when we 
do, we never go to clubs. It's more chilling, and 
watching DVDs..." 

The pair met in the kitchen at a house party 
in 2003, and bonded over a shared love of The 
Buggies. "We were constantly listening to the 



with a roomful of sweaty kids punching the air 
to raw acid techno, while giant foam crucifixes 
are tossed from hand to hand above the crowd. 
How much more like a rock gig can you get? 

But Justice say they never intended to be 
perceived in this way. "We just want to make 
pop music," says Gaspard Auge, the taller of 
the pair, who has a big frizzy mop of hair. "For 
the album, we tried to make a disco record, but 
disco of 2007: we didn't try to imitate Seventies 
disco. We wanted it to be like a modern Chic- 
disco with pop and techno mixed." 

"We are neverthinking about rock things 



says Xavier de Rosnay, who has a cool fringe 
and big dark eyes. "But I think it is because we 
are kind of rough producers, so it has that kind 
of energy. We are really rooted in production, 
and we don't have any knowledge of sound 
engineering. I do rememberthat before 
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became a new string to their bow. "Erol 
[Alkan] and 2manydjs taught us the pleasure 
of repetitive techno," says de Rosnay. "It's 
funny because they're more known for their 
eclecticism, but what we took from them 
was the force of brutal rave impact." 

So now four years later they've just finished 
work on their album, t, which they say is 
heavily influenced by Chic ("A lot of the tracks 
have small references in them"), and despite 
their trademark rawness still being in evidence, 
it's a move away from the aggressive 'Waters Of 
Nazareth' approach. ("This is the type of track 
we can do just one time, because it is based on 
such a basic principle," says de Rosnay.) 

Instead, we have a bunch of hyper-energetic 
disco tracks packed with funk, melody and 
joie de vivre. It's music that keeps moving, 
changing, bouncing. There are echoes of The 
Buggies' naive electronics in there, too, chirpy 
little blips and blops, as in the fantastic 'Let 
There Be Light', a huge squelchy techno-pop 
classic with wondrous nerd-pop squiggles. 
There's an awesome two-part epic called 
'Phantom' that sounds like body-popping 
music for rainbow-coloured robots; 'New 
Jack' is a lithe funk monster; and 'One Minute 
To Midnight' is like music for a Seventies horror 
film about computers that attempt to control 
the world. In short, there is a lot more to this 
music than you might expect. 

But the track Justice are most proud of is 
the new single, the catchy 'D.A.N. C.E.', which 
is sung by a choir of children. "The process of 
making it was very long, " says de Rosnay, "to 
write the song and then to do the guide voice 
by ourselves, then to write the score, then to 
do auditions with kids in London, and record 
it with them, and so on. ..With a normal track, 
we know how it will sound after one hour of 
working on it, but with this one, for six months, 
we just didn't know. So many times, we were 
like, 'OK, we're gonna abort this song because 
it takes so long to make it'." 

The track is Justice's tribute to one of 
their all-time heroes: Michael Jackson. "Not 
musically, but we wrote the lyrics for him, it's 
just a love letter to him. I know that because 
kids are singing it, it could be taken as a joke 
or whatever, but this is really a first-degree 
love declaration and a support action to him, 
to say, 'Eh, we love you. You look weird, but we 
like you!'" 
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The King of Pop is at the very top of their list of 
dream collaborators. 

"We'd love it; that would be perfect," says 
de Rosnay. "And as he's had so many problems 
recently, he's been to hell and back. It's like, when 
you are coming out of jail and you release an album, 
you have a good chance to make a big buzz, and 
I think he's in this situation now-and he still sings 
amazingly, even on the last album, even though the 
tracks were really bad, he still has the magical voice. 
But I don't know if he'd be up for working with new 
producers, because I don't think he wants to take 
risks at the moment." 

Producing pop artists is an idea that really 
appeals to Justice at the moment - partly inspired 
by their recent remix work for artists such as Britney 
Spears and Franz Ferdinand. "When we did a 
remix for Britney and received the a cappella, it 
was amazing, the best a cappella we'd ever heard; 
people like her are really great artists who know 
how to sing and do the whole process. 

" In Justice, we are not talented enough to say, 
'We're going to make a pop hit', and do it- and 
that's what I think is cool about working with big 
names like Justin Timberlake or Kylie Minogue: just 
by themselves, they can make pop hits with kind of 





\ 



j 



& 






'We were 
obsessed by Hall 
And Oates' 

- Xavier de Rosnay 



weird music. If we did our thing with a big artist, we 
would get more into producing an extreme thing 
than if we were working with a new band, when 
I think we would go more into a pop thing, because 
you don't have the same job. With a big artist, you 
can take advantage of their fame to do some more 
weird things, and introduce stuff people are not 
used to listening to." 

The duo have a pretty unconventional approach 
to remixes, too -with little regard to whether or 
not the results will work in a club. "You know, when 
record companies ask for remixes, they secretly 
hope you're gonna do a club banger, like a 'We Are 
Your Friends', but we just think about having fun 
and... after what I'm saying, nobody will ask us to 
remix any more, but we don't care if they sell 1 
copies or thousands of copies. Like, all the remixes 
we did, they were always too fast or slow to be 
played by DJs, they have no intro, and this is a weird 
type of music. But it's just because when I was a kid 
and I was buying singles, I never paid attention to 
remixes, so I think they're not important. Sometimes 
we are lucky that people are playing it and dancing 
to it, but most of the time it's more for people 
listening at home." 

Given that the band claim the rawness of their 
album happened 'by accident', do they aspire to 
produce a properly lush pop record, like something 
by Chic or Buggies or Michael Jackson? "I think you 
cannot fight against progress," says de Rosnay, 
"and it would be stupid to say, 'OK, now we are 
good producers, but we're gonna keep it rough'. It 
would be so fake. It's funny because we've talked to 
some bands who are really good producers, and 
they were saying, 'We make songs and then put 
them on a karaoke tape to make them sound like 
you'. And I was like, 'What's the point? If you are 
lucky enough to produce good things, why do you 
want to break that?' 

"No, the day we are good producers, we will 
make really clean music - and maybe this is boring 
for people, but for us, we always want to do the 
best we can." 
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I can't sleep because I've started to question, Whether your ex-boyfriends let you get this much rest in. ^ ™^ 




lessons for the new school 



Words: Louis Pattison 

Photography: Andy Whitton 



Wiley was there at the start, setting the grime agenda and defining the Eski sound both 
on the mic and in the studio. Now he's back with a cocky new album, ready to talk about 
Dizzee # fatherhood, and mentoring grime's new generation of DIY talent 
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wiley 



"I'll be in the game 'til the whole game's finished/ 
Some of you should give up 'cos your heart's not it 
in"- Wiley, 'WD25' 

So here's what happened the first time I met Wiley. 

A spring day in East London, 2006. We're in 
transit. In the driving seat is Target- DJ, business 
head behind the grime DVD series Aim High, and 
sometime spokesmen for East London's grime crew 
Roll Deep. In the back seat, Riko Dan - Roll Deep's 
warrior MC, he of the ruff neck Yardie flow and 
chest-beating war bars - glugs cola and loudly 
relives every jab and uppercut of last night's boxing, 
Joe Calzaghe's merciless demolition of Jeff Lacy. 
I'm here to make a short radio package on Rinse 
FM, the unlicensed London pirate which has acted 
as Ground Zero for grime since its birth in the early 
years of the decade. 

If the station's taken on a certain mythology in 
the minds of its audience - a global conglomerate 
of London street kids, day-glo new rave hipsters 
and the grime-loving corners of the international 
blogosphere- the truth is somewhat more 
mundane. Once through the padlocked metal 
doors, Rinse's layout- a tiny studio the size of 
a walk-in wardrobe, and a larger antechamber 
that, with its peeling carpets and fruit machine, 
looks more like a Sixtth Form common room than 
a incubator for some of the most innovative UK 
music of the last decade. Roll Deep's Sunday 
afternoon residency is one of the station's most 
popular shows, and members of Roll Deep, Slew 
Dem, and Ruff Sqwad mill around chatting and 
skinning up. There's no sign of Wiley, the rapper/ 
producer that's Roll Deep's nominal leader. 

I ask Target if Wiley's coming down, but Target 
just offers a shrug. "Wiley does what he wants to 
do," grins Target. So when Wiley bounds in, out of 
breath, everyone pays attention. He's friendly, but 
steals off at the first sight of my minidisc recorder. 
Instead, I chat to members of Slew Dem, and to 
Riko, who talks about the importance of the London 
pirates, beacons for kids excluded from the system. 

As the hours slip by, though, there's no pinning 
Wiley down. "Five minutes, bruv," he promises, 
before hopping out to get some chips, or skipping 
into the studio from some mic time. Afternoon 
turns to evening and eventually I squeeze into 
Rinse's darkened studio and watch Wiley spit, cap 
pulled down, microphone inches from his lips. Lines 
flow, repeat and mutate, bars stack on top of bars. 
Forty-five minutes later, I shuffle out of the booth 
and head for the bus rank, and he's still going, in 
a trance, barely reaching for breath. 

can't play games with the e3 kid 

What do you think about when you're MC-ing? 

"Whatever. If I'm at a rave, I'm thinking about 
the reloads. When I'm writing a lyric, I could be 
thinking about anything. Say we've just been to 
McDonalds, someone's jumped out their car and 
tried to jack us, we've had to jump out and fight 
them. We've come back and I'm thinking, we've just 
been in a fight, I could have got stabbed. But then 
[like he's suddenly pulling a carpet under my feet] 
I MIGHT WRITE ABOUT TOTALLY NOT THAT! 
Sometimes, however angry you are, you could just 
slide off on a happy vibe. I mightjust write about 
how I was with my girl out in Paris, and we was 
looking at each other across the table. " 

Do you ever zone out when you're MC-ing? 

"Yeah ! You get locked in the thing. Sometimes 
I've listened back to tapes of two-hour shows I've 
done, and I just think, my brain! All those things it 
contains, all those things it stores. I don't know how 
it's all in there. You just kind of have to send for it. " 

From the windows of Cable Street Studios, east 
London stretches out like a long-cooled lava field, 
red brick and crumbling masonry laid out under 
a grey sky. Wiley - a little broader, fuller in the face 



than the lean, hungry iceman of 2004's Treddin On 
Thin Ice - revolves slowly in his swivel chair. Last 
week's interview was cancelled when he decided he 
was due for a quick visit to New York. Today, to the 
visible relief of Jamie and James of Big Dada, the UK 
hip hop imprint who are putting out Playtime Is Over 
- he's relaxed, lucid, and somewhat contrite about 
his reputation for f lightiness. "The problem is if I'm 
in studio mode, trying to do bare trims, and my head 
is everywhere. But sometimes I just do what I wanna 
do. I go to the Lebanese on Edgware Road and 
eat, go chill out with the girl. But interviews, it's 
not a hard thing -it's a minor, really." 

We're sat in Wiley's studio, a lock-up filled with 
whirring G4s and synthesisers, paid for with the 
spoils of Roll Deep's 85,000-selling debut album, 
In At The Deep End, a stacked discography of 
mixtapes - 2005's Da Second Phaze and the six- 
volumes-and-counting Tunnel Vision series - and 
a seemingly endless procession of self-distributed 
1 2-inches that continue to shift in their thousands. 
It's here that Wiley created his new album. 

Playtime is Wiley's most consistent album to 
date: 1 6 tracks of cocksure, undiluted grime, but 
with a new, evolved scope. '50/50' deals with the 
economics of the industry, Wiley discovering the 
benefits of his new deal with UK hip hop imprint Big 
Dada over his previous home, XL: "It's not two per 
cent after recoupment, blud/lt's 50-50". 'Slippin' 
investigates the perils of roaming alien streets when 
you're not carrying a knife. But 'Baby Girl' is a real 
surprise - a track about Wiley's new baby daughter 
that's bright enough to avoid gooey sentimentality. 
"She might wanna be a nurse or a vet, " he ponders, 
"But I'll knock that off 'cos music's best. " 



artist-friendly independents operating beneath the 
major label canopy. And where there's money to be 
made, grime is interested. Inspired by the example 
of Kiss DJ Logan Sama's Adamantium imprint and 
fellow Roll Deep member JME, whose Boy Better 
Know has put out Wiley's six Tunnel Vision series, 
Wiley's new ambition is to form his own Eskibeat 
Recordings, where he'll play "master Yoda" to a 
young cadre of talent. 

"I really wanna put Ice Kid in control, he's like a 
little whizzkid from the Harry Potter school. Ice Kid's 
1 6. Chipmunk's 1 6. Little D's 1 8, and Maverick's 1 8. 
Finding them, it's just like the times I found Dizzee, 
or Trim - that feeling of oh my God, him. They're 
tomorrow's world, they'll be running this thing 
when I'm off on a yacht in Australia somewhere. " 

use their scene but i make my own sound 

Craftsman, mentor, motivator: it's impossible to 
underestimate the influence Wiley has had on 
grime. His early solo productions, a procession of 
cold-themed Eski tracks with names like 'Eskimo', 
'Ice Rink' and 'Blizzard', set the grime template - 
chill concoctions of acid blips and cartoonish motion 
that sounded like alien ringtones, the ideal musical 
bedrock for a new generation of young MCs. Wiley, 
though, was a producer with the charisma to match 
his studio skills. On the mic, Wiley is bipolar: one 
minute the top man, top dog, invincible E3 kid 
carrying the scene on his back; the next, cold man 
with a cold heart, haunted by self-doubt - a 
typhoon of emotions that, if lesser MCs felt, they 
chose to hide under an airbrush job of screwface 
aggression. Wiley's 'Pick Ur Self Up' speaks clearly, 
simply: "Pick yourself up/Don't be lazy, wake up/ 



'You clash a person for a reason, but 
20 people going for one makes the 
one know he's the one' 



Has fatherhood changed you? " It didn't register 
straight away. She turned one and it's registering. 
And then another one on the way! Sometimes I go 
home and watch Back To The Future to keep my 
mind level. But now I've got two humans to look 
after and you know they're in the world, you can 
feel them wherever you are." 

Playtime may be Wiley's final artist album. Earlier 
this year, Wiley spoke out in the pages of RWD 
magazine to announce his 'retirement'. Some took 
Wiley's announcement with a pinch of salt, and to 
some extent they were right. Rather, Wiley sees 
Playtime as his grime swansong, acknowledging 
that the gladiatorial hack'n'slash of the London 
pirates is no place for a 28-year old father of two. It's 
time to leave the scene to the younger generation. 

"Some of them kids, they're really good, they're 
like little RooneysandTheoWalcotts," chatters 
Wiley. "Got to take heed and give them the chance 
so that they can get to where their dreams lie. " 

What's the best route to come up now? 

"It's not necessarily the pirates anymore. The 
kids who are sprouting are the kids with a work 
ethic, doing videos on Channel U, mix CDs, not 
waiting for no one to help them." 

It's the DIY thing. 

" Definitely. " 

DIY appears to be grime's new watchword. 
For a bunch of young London kids whose only 
knowledge of the record industry was through 
the eyes of US entrepreneur-rappers, it's hardly 
surprising that at first, grime's Holy Grail was a major 
label record contract. Experience, however, has 
bred pragmatism. Wiley's new deal with Big Dada 
has opened his eyes to a world of smaller, nippier 



Make yourself move/Life is moving faster now", 
using straight motivational language to cut through 
the fog of inertia. 

That Wiley has grown into a role as the father of 
grime is no accident. Far from that grime stereotype, 
the damaged street kid from a broken home, Wiley 
was born into a large family in London's East End. 
He was surrounded by music. " My dad was into 
reggae, soul, Studio One, all that. I didn't always 
do music, for a bit 1 1 tried to play football. But it 
was in me. I held a mic in my hand very young. I was 
singing ragga, on the way down that road. But later 
I was like fuck it, just MC how you speak to people. 
That's the clearest way they'll understand you. " 

It makes little sense to lump grime in with UK 
hip hop because the two genres share virtually 
no provenance. Whereas UK hip hop, for all its 
parochial arrogance, is still primarily inspired by 
Stateside sounds, grime is uniquely British, melting 
pot of influences, both cultural and technologic: 
a conflation of the music of second and third 
generation African and Jamaican immigrants; 
the clandestine pirate poise of jungle; the tempos, 
vocals and infrastructure of UK Garage; and the 
cheap availability of basic sequencers and personal 
computers. Wiley started young, ahead of the 
curve. " My Dad had a computer, a Yamaha CX5. 
It was one of the first sequencers. Then you had 
Atari ST and Amiga, and it went from there. " 

Around the turn of the century, Wiley joined the 
Pay As U Go Cartel, the influential early proto-grime 
crewfeaturing future names like Genius, Slimzee, 
Target, and Maxwell D that had grown out of Rinse 
FM and fellow pirate Deja Vu some years earlier. Like 
South London's So Solid Crew, Pay As U Go were 
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blackballed by the emergent UK Garage hierarchy, 
and little wonder. The group's breakout Top 20 hit, 
2002's 'Champagne Dance' is sinister and slippery, 
a writhing cockroach in your Moet, out of kilter 
with two-step's soulful consensus. Pay As U Go 
eventually collapsed under the force of its warring 
personalities, so Wiley formed a new crew of 
younger, upcoming recruits: Roll Deep. 

The months following So Solid Crew's Number 
One hit '2 1 Seconds' in August 2001 were a time 
of flux for UK urban music. Tracks like Oxide And 
Neutrino's 'Rap Dis'and More Fire Crew's 'Oil' 
seemed to be pointing towards something primitive 
and raw and vicious, and when that something 
appeared, it appeared like a firecracker through 
the letterbox. The work of one of Wiley's young 
charges, a Roll Deep MC/producer calling himself 
Dizzee Rascal, 'I LuvYou' was a bloody valentine, 
laced with piledriver kickdrums and raw-wound 
emotion. It made Dizzee a star, but while it put Roll 
Deep on the map, Dizzee was reluctant to rep for 
the crew in the mainstream and jerked free, turning 
his back on grime and heading off on his own path. 

Roll Deep continued to gain in stature, picked 
up new recruits like the lazy-voiced, half-drunk Trim, 
and former Pay As U Go man Riko, back from a spell 
at Her Majesty's Pleasure. But as Roll Deep gained in 
potency, Wiley faded into the background (he didn't 
even turn up to their Top Of The Pops performance 
of 'Heartbreak Avenue', claiming he "didn't like the 
song"). Still, it's a symbol of Wiley's importance to 
the scene that he's remained a lightning rod for any 
young grime pup hoping to make his name. Crazy 
Titch, Doogz, Bashy, Lethal B, Fumin, Kano, Ghetto 
-the names of MCs who've queued up to clash 
Wiley are endless. "You clash a person for a reason, 
but 20 people going for one makes the one know 
he's the one. If you don't do nothing, no one cares 
about you. [Laughs.] War is the way of the world, 
mate. When I was little I saw a film with swords and 
shields in it. You know? Man stole away his princess, 
and they got drunk on wine. " 

playtime is over 

So Dizzee went global, scooped the Mercury, and 
now divides his time between guesting on Band 
Aid anthems, recording with Arctic Monkeys and 
writing songs about burgling houses. But what 
happened to grime's mainstream push? As Melissa 
Bradshaw writes elsewhere, in attempting to break 
overground, grime artists have tended to water 
down the genre in favour of a 'multipack' approach 
- here's the jungle track, here's the salsa track - 
which might work as a stand alone single, but 
neglects altogether the pulse-quickening power of 
a grime set on the pirates. Kano's album struggled 
to a moderate crossover success, and Wiley's one 
album for the label that made Dizzee, XL, stiffed 
badly - partly thanks to Wiley's lackadaisical 
approach to promotion, but mostly because fair 
chunks of it weren't very good. 

If grime's media profile seemed to be losing 
steam, it would be derailed altogether in November 
2006 by the conviction of Carl Dobson, aka Crazy 
Titch. A Stratford-born MC best known for his hit 
'I Can See You', Titch was jailed for life for his role 
in the murder of 21 -year-old Richard Holmes -a 
premeditated killing apparently provoked by a lyrical 
clash. The case dovetailed directly into media panic 
about stabbings centred around mostly black 
districts of East and South London. How does Wiley 
feel about the accusation that grime glorifies gun 
and knife culture? 

Wiley looks genuinely pained. "Parents, look 
after your kids. Kids, if you're in a situation when 
you ain't really got no one, try to live a good life," 
he shrugs. "Don't go down that path - you don't 
really want to kill nobody, in your heart. But you 
know what it is, I've been on both ends and next 
week I could be dragged back into something. 



If someone came in here now and kicked off the 
door, my temperament would belike, 'Wan, what 
you doing?'" -Wiley mimes throwing a punch - 
"And that could go any way. The kids out there, 
you need to look at each other and think, 'Do I really 
wanna kill him? I don't really want to kill him'. All 
'cos of some stupidness. " 

But you understand the impulse that makes kids 
get violent? 

"Yeah, that's what I'm saying. It's a feeling, 
but you have to try to let go of it. All these deaths, 
I don't like it, it hurts me, bruv. My kids, I want them 
to end up on some different programme." 

Crazy Titch went to prison. 

"Crazy Titch is not a murderer. I think he's going 
to try to appeal. I don't really know too much about 
the evidence, I don't know too much about it. But 
look how easy stuff could happen." 

Was he stitched up? 

"I thinksomething...l don't know, I don't want 
to get involved. But he's going through that, bruv. 
I can feel what he's going through because any 
day you can go through these situations and end 
up being killed, or killing someone." 

sharp like a knife cutting beef 

There's one more track on Playtime Is Over I want 
to talk about, a track addressed to Wiley's most 
famous friend. On 'Letter To Dizzee', all twinkling 
chimes and robot handclaps, he recalls raves and 
radio they've done together and calls out to Dizzee 
to "pick up the phone and ring me" . It's weirdly 
touching, but we don't need to wait for Dizzee's 
response; his feelings towards Wiley came pre- 
emptively, in a track from Maths & English, 
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Why cai 

industry handle gr 

Melissa Bradshaw talks to Kiss FM DJ Logan 
Sama about grime's ghettoisation and the 
new urban DIY 

Why won't majors touch grime anymore? 

" Because majors in this country don't know how 
to see genuine British urban acts. I don't mean Joss 
Stone or Lemar, I mean actual urban acts. They can 
sell shit to indie kids all day long, but they don't know 
how to sell to street kids. They have had it easy for 
so long with licensed pre-packaged American acts, 
they don't know how to develop a British artist. 
It's laziness." 

Did you notice in the Observer Music Monthly 
Best Of 2006 round-ups there was: a) no mention 
of anything in grime or dubstep and b) not a 
single black artist? What does that show? 

"The OMMand NME only care what is trendy at 
the present. To them, grime is old hat. Because labels 
aren't investing in grime, you won't see any pieces 
on grime in those publications. You wouldn't be asking 
me about grime if Wiley wasn't dropping on an 



'The kids who are sprouting are the 
kids with a work ethic, doing videos 
on Channel U, mix CDs, not waiting 
for no one to help them' 



'Pussy'ole', that was leaked on the internet months 
before the record's release. On 'Pussy'ole', Dizzee 
tells the story of his pirate radio days, when he used 
to be friends with an older MC, "kinda like a little 
brother", before discovering that he was a coward, 
the titular pussy 'ole. Dizzee is playing vague, but 
it's transparently about Wiley, fallout from a beef 
between the pair that dates to a holiday in Ayia 
Napa several summers back. 

The story's incomplete, but Wiley's since told it 
on the mic, and it goes something like this. Dizzee 
and Wiley are out on the town in Ayia Napa when 
a drunk Dizzee makes an inappropriate pass at Lisa 
Maffia of So Solid Crew. So Solid decide this means 
war, so Wiley, playing the peacemaker, arranges a 
meeting with So Solid's leader, Megaman, so Dizzee 
can apologise. Instead, Dizzee punches Megaman 
in the face, and in the ensuing melee, Dizzee and 
Wiley escape. Wiley tries to arrange for the pair 
to leave the island, but Dizzee decides to go out 
drinking in a Napa bar, where he is stabbed 
multiple times. 

A track on Showtime, 'Hype Ting', lashed out at 
Wiley for deserting him on Napa, but 'Pussy'ole' is 
something else - nasty, vitriolic. I wonder how Wiley 
will feel about 'Pussy'ole'. It must be embarrassing 
to extend an olive branch, and to receive such a slap 
to the face in return. 

Why did you write 'Letter To Dizzee'? 

"It was just a little thing, a cheeky little letter. But 
then I hear he's got a track directed back at me on 
a war situation." 

Have you heard 'Pussy'ole'? 

"Yeah, yeah." 



of quality control. Surely there are some things, 
like working with experienced producers and 
business people, that the kind of DIY culture 
you've been arguing for is gonna miss out on? 

"Just because you aren't selling out to Sony 
or Island or Warners doesn't mean you can't better 
yourself technically and business-wise. Get a good 
lawyer, get a good engineer and a good manager, 
and you will be doing all those things." 

How's your label Adamantium going? 

" It's going fine. At the moment I just license and 
release singles on 1 2-inch. I would like to expand into 
putting together some wider projects and turn it into 
a viable label in its own right. It could be a Tommy Boy 
oraDef Jam for grime." 

What about the grime live scene? How's it 
doing this year? 

"Slowly but surely picking up. I know JME and 
Roll Deep are touring really hard right now. There's 
been no violent incidents for the police to pretend 
we are all thugs and mindless idiots, so that spoils 
them being able to hold us down. There are a lot 
of people out there who love this music and just want 
to go out and hear it, and those people are coming to 
the events and behaving and enjoying themselves. 
It's exciting, energetic music, and a lot of people 
are frightened by young black men getting excited 
and energetic. They don't mind white kids with stupid 
emo haircuts and skinny emo jeans getting energetic. 
But then I suppose no one is afraid of a grown 
man with a Flock Of Seagulls comb-overwearing 
his little sister's jeans, so that's understandable." 



plan b 1 47 



wiley 



tacey roun 
je best new mixtapes 



Grime didn't die, it's just having an identity crisis 
trying to work out how to make its way in the world, 
what it should represent, whether it should even 
call itself grime anymore. So far, the only universal 
point of agreement an emerging DIY aesthetic 
inspired in unequal parts by DJ Drama, Dipset 
and JME. A desire to represent itself, whatever itself 
may be. 

Last year's trickle of self-released product has 
switched up to a relentless torrent through the 
opening half of 2007, and inevitably the quality varies. 
Leading the field is sometime Roll Deep auxiliary 
Taliban Trim, now more agreeably known as Trimbal. 
Soulfood, his debut, hits with the same unapologetic 
lyrical roar Boy In Da Corner did four whole years 
back, his heroically laconic delivery screaming 
assurance without ever raising the volume above 
horizontal. ForTrim grime ain't negotiable, it's what 
he is, or as he puts it on the rudimentary descending 
stabs of 'Wot. . . Part 1 ', "I ain 't washed up, I'm what's 
up, I'm what's fucked. . . I'm what's marga and dark 
skinned, I'm what's from the market. . . I'm what 
doesn 't get played on Ras Kwame. " 

Compadre Frisco takes a similar tack to only 
slightly lesser effect on Back 2 Da Lab Vol II, his nasally 
voice a close sonic cousin to the boggled tones of D 
Double E. It's hard to dissent from the defensive blast 
of scene manifesto 'Grime Music' where he cuts the 
crap and asks the question surely on every grime artist: 
mind right now, "Why won 't the media give grime 
music a chance, And stop trying to fight it, When you 
know your kids them like it?" Still, it's the production 
(Wiley, P Jam, Sem among others) which carries the 
CD, ill-advised Coldplay samples withstanding. 

Kano never was comfortable with the grime tag 
back when it was fashionable, canny enough to see 
past the empty promises to the steely cage. It's a 
testament to his class that the voice still sounds suave 
even angered up and sarcastic on 'IsThis Grimey 
Enough?' from the confusingly titled MixtapeCD. 
First we get the title, Mogadoned multitrack-style 







'I can feel what Crazy Titch is going through because any 
day you can go through these situations and end up being 
killed, or killing someone' 



I'm too grimey". 

Likewise, Scorcher and Wretch 32, both of 
North London collective The Movement, push 
simultaneously in a dozen directions on their 
respective sophomore offerings Leader Of The New 
School and Teachers Training Day. Controversially half 
of those directions point across the Atlantic, from the 
gloriously bombastic soul of 'Understand' through 
a joyous straight jacking of 'One Nation Under A 
Groove' on 'Fun' and the epic muted poodle rock 
guitars of 'Stay Down The Road'. Still, despite the 
influences they're indubitably grime. Not just cos they 
work with Target,DVA, Wiley, not just cos occasionally 
tempos and tempers get raised or shots are fired, but 
because grime is them, the streets they represent and 
wherever they want to take it. 

This is just the beginning. 



It doesn't mention you by name. 

"Yeah, but we're not silly, are we? So I've done 
two back at him. One's called 'I'm Not A Pussy'. And 
the other's to analyse that 'Pussy'ole' tune. I always 
chat back." 

Dizzee seems so. . .angry. 

"Angry why? 'Cos you pinched Lisa Maffia's 
bum? I didn't pinch her bum. Idiot! I'm too nice. 
All the stuff and all the reasons why, yeah, you 
can say them 'til the cows come home. They do 
not amount to the sort of energy I put into people. 
It's not about money. You can't stop me living my life 
'cos you're upset. Why are you even upset? You had 
beef, and I was with you. " 

He pauses. "Two powerful people are never 
going to be powerful people around each other 
because one will always whirlwind off. I hope that 
when he's 28 he'll understand. He's fire. I don't 
know what fire he's holding onto, bruv, but 
I'm a big man. He knows in his heart I will never 
run from him, I will never hide. I'm a big boy, mate." 

Wiley stops, looks out the window. He brightens. 
"I need to get back to the gym, though. So I can get 
fit again and start slapping some of these dudes 
about again." 

Would you ever live outside London? 



"Yeah, it's time. Life changes. I've got to set 
up my life so I've got a future for my children. 
When you've got kids, you don't want them 
to go through nothing. By the time they're 1 6, 
they'll go through things, but by that time their 
mind is set, sensible. With the gift I'll give 'em, 
music, they'll be sensible." 

Is doing crews like raising a family? 

Wiley laughs. "Yeah, the grime scene is like 
having kids. Everyone's at different stages, but some 
kids are clever straight away. I like setting them up, 
I get a buzz off it." 

Grime is not dead, but the mainstream has failed to 
find a way to market it, perhaps because, Dizzee 
aside, the artists have struggled to refine it into a 
sound the mainstream wants to hear. 

The lesson? Grime artists need to stop waiting 
for the magical record company handout and get 
grafting. If the sound's going to prosper, it needs 
a label that operates like Trojan did in the Seventies; 
an independently helmed imprint in touch with 
the street, but with the muscle to take the music 
beyond. Boy Better Know, or Eskibeat, could grow 
to be that label. Whatever, you feel certain that 
Wiley will be involved. 
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beastie boys, Cornelius, 
devo, mogwai, fang or ia, 
dizzee rascal, dark, alternS, 
dj nu-mark, justice, emanon, 
black devil disco club, a me. 
timo maas, skream, ha swell 
& hecker, charles hayward, 
jeff mills, cursor miner, 
narod niki. nicole willis & 
the soul investigators, uffie 
feat fesdz* junior boys, fm3 
plays the buddha machine, 
cade 13, khan of fin land, 
sunn 0))), richie bawtin, ktl, 
kode 9 & the spaceape. 
romantica, hey willpower. 
digitaUsm, mala rodrfguez, 
matthew dear's big hands, 
mira calix, rnary anne hobbs, 
dj mehdi, james h olden. 
dave clarke, miss kittin. 
dorian, infinite livez vs stride. 
black affair oris jay, dixan, 
new young pony club, rahzel 
& dj js-one. hocus pocus, 
various production, fib I and a. 
damian schwartz vs tadeo. 
radio slave, wolf eyes. c2c, 
simian mobile disco, night of 
the brain, planning to rock, 
two mas toivonen, facto delafe 
y las flores azules... 



WE'RE ALL DEVO 

Devo formed in the early Seventies as an art-school response to a world gone violent and stupid, 
and ended up unlikely pop stars. As his uniformed satire squad regroup to tour Europe for the first 
time in 1 5 years, founder member Gerald Casale talks art # porn # politics - and how de-evolution 
shows no signs of slowing down 



Words: Joseph Stannard 

Illustration: Ben Newman 



The Devolutionary Oath 

1 . Be like your ancestors or be different. It doesn 't 
matter. 

2. Lay a million eggs or give birth to one. 

3. Wear gaudy colors or avoid display. It's all 
the same. 

4. The fittest shall survive yet the unfit may live. 

5. We must repeat. 

Devo started a joke which started the whole world 
crying. OK, that isn't actually the case. What really 
happened was, Devo started a joke that eventually 
came true, a joke which reflected the outwardly 
vacant smile and repressed urges of the culture 
that produced them. Nowadays LCD Soundsystem's 
James Murphy may warble about 'North American 
Scum' to the delight of ironists everywhere, but he's 
merely producing a comfortably numbed variant- 
minus the true horror- of the original manifesto 
developed by Ohio students Gerald Casale and Bob 
Lewis as far back as the late Sixties. Inspired partly 
by pseudo-scientific objections to Darwinism 
and, one suspects, partly by their own status in 
hometown Akron as sexually invisible egghead 
geeks, the manifesto of De-evolution is an ever- 
shifting collection of ideas, a satirical prism vital 
to the dissemination of Casale and Lewis' cynical 
world view. Jungian psychology, Reichian Orgone 
theory, Crumb-esque sexual dementia, Church 
Of The SubGenius pranksterism all filter through, 
unified by the central idea that the human race has 
ceased to develop and is now sliding back towards 
its primitive origins. It isn't a world gone mad. It's 
a world gone stupid. 

Devo started a joke which became serious at the 
precise moment Casale witnessed the murder of 
some of his fellow students by National Guardsmen 
at Kent State University on 4 May, 1 970, during a 
protest against the invasion of Cambodia launched 
by President Nixon on 25 April. Four students were 
killed, nine were injured. 

" It changed my life completely. That was the 
defining trauma. When you see people shot, when 
one bullet goes through a 1 9-year-old that you 
know, the hole, the exit wound that it leaves, all 
the screaming, the crying, the slow-motion like 
in Raging Bull. . .Within hours the university was 
closed. There were bands of deputised locals 
roving around in cars with shotguns. And the 
evening paper put out a false headline, 'Students 
have shot guardsmen'. So people were looking 
to kill students." 



William Burroughs explained the concept of 
the 'Naked Lunch' as, "The frozen moment when 
everyone sees what is on the end of every fork" . 
The Kent State massacre would seem to have been 
Casale's own frozen moment. 

"You watched a complete lie unfold. You 
watched the hatred. It was basically like a civil war. 
You've got to remember the people that shot the 
kids were the same age as the kids, they were 
national guardsmen, they were 1 9. And it was at 
the height of the protests over the Vietnam war, 
and the illegal extension of that war into Cambodia, 
without an act of congress, back when people 
were informed about their government and the 
constitution and they cared. Today, obviously 
everybody just goes, 'Uh, give me my Frappucino 
and I'll put it in the cup holder of my SUV. One lie 



uncontrollable urges 

In 1 974, Devo made In The Beginning Was The End: 
The Complete Truth About De-Evolution . Essentially 
an extended music video for two songs, 'Secret 
Agent Man' and 'Jocko Homo', the film introduced 
characters that embodied the concept of De- 
Evolution. Played by Mothersbaugh's father 
Robert, General Boy symbolised Fifties-style 
paternal authority while his son Booji Boy, played by 
Mothersbaugh Jr in a plastic child mask, represented 
the tendency towards poop-playing regression Devo 
had observed in Western culture. An unmasked 
Mark in lab coat delivers a lecture to an audience 
of Jocko Homo ('ape-men') who later riot and stab 
Booji Boy to death. In The Beginning. . . provided 
Devo with their first big messy splash, winning an 
award at the Ann Arbor Film Festival. This led to the 



'We were on the short end of the stick 
when it came to women' 



after another, one cynical piece of misinformation 
after another, from this moronic junta that rules 
our world - nobody even turns their heads. It was 
a different world then. Ideas mattered, and the 
constitution seemed to matter to millions of 
Americans. It was real, it wasn't senseless killing, 
it was directed political hatred." 

Casale and Lewis responded to this shocking 
absurdity with yet more absurdity. Fellow Kent State 
art student (and now highly successful soundtrack 
composer) Mark Mothersbaugh soon entered the 
fold, introducing the pair to the highly entertaining 
1 924 anti-evolutionary pamphlet 'Jocko-Homo 
Heavenbound' by one Doctor BH Shadduck. Devo 
was gradually reconfigured from a Dada-esque 
arts lab to a more focused audio-visual collective, 
adopting uniforms and embracing pop music as 
a possible means to an end. 

"We were openly subversive in the beginning. 
But no one was paying attention, that's the beauty 
of America - no one pays attention at all. By the 
time it gained some kind of traction and got on 
the radar then certain people would write about it. 
As soon as we had any success, we were viciously 
attacked as clowns and fascists and anti-humane. 
Completely misunderstood. People missed the 
irony and thought we were all for conformity. " 



vocal support of Iggy Pop and David Bowie, which 
in turn secured the band a deal with Warner Bros. 
The film remains an uncomfortable experience. 
Not exactly funny and not quite serious, it aims for 
the guts of the audience and succeeds in inspiring 
a kind of creeping nausea. This queasiness is central 
to Devo's aesthetic both musically and conceptually; 
satire exists to bring sickness to the surface, and 
songs like 'Soo Bawlz', 'Be Stiff, 'Shrivel Up', 
'Sloppy (I Saw My Baby Gettin')', 'Penetration In The 
Centrefold' and 'Buttered Beauties' act as conduits 
for the repressed urges of the American male. If 
Robert Crumb's cartoons offered an exploded view 
of unfettered masculine sexuality reigning over 
its own uncensored kingdom, Devo's frantic 
meditations on mongoloids, vaginal discharge, 
horny pre-teen mentally-handicapped girls and 
midgets who "play underneath. . . mama's skirts all 
day" were their musical equivalent. And while their 
song structures tended towards an uptight jerkiness 
suggestive of a punishing, panicked bout of 
masturbation, the frequent squirts of analogue 
synth (especially dominant on the four-track 
recordings collected on Rykodisc's essential yet sadly 
deleted Hardcore Devo 74-77 compilations) are 
rudely redolent of bodily (mal)functions, the burp 
and squelch of messy sex, flatulence and diarrhoea. 
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devo 



nerd instincts: 

five defining devo moments 



Satisfaction/Are You Experienced? 

Only Devo could turn some of the most swaggering songs 
of the Sixties into jerkoff anthems for agoraphobic malcos. 
Devo's 'Satisfaction' was the sound of masturbating with 
Tourette's, and their cover of 'Are You Experienced?' 
sounded like Pee Wee Herman's audio guide to how he lost 
his virginity. Appropriately enough, Mark Mothersbaugh 
went on to write the theme music for Pee-Wee's Playhouse. 
Square Pegs 

Back in '82, thisTV show followed a nerdy freshman girl 
(Sarah Jessica Parker!) who hung out with a few dweeby 
kids and an awesome spaced-out new wave guy, all on 
a quest to storm the barricades of popularity. In the Devo 
episode, the snotty school-spirit queen got Devo to play at 
her Bat Mitzvah. New wave guy was devastated, because 
none of the nerd herd were invited ! Cue attempts to crash 
and much mayhem. The show ended with Devo playing 
'That's Good' while Jewish grandmas fed our heroes 
matzoh balls and gefilte fish. 
Devo E-Z listening Disc 
Devo songs in brain numbing, Mogadon-Muzak style. 
Sadly, this album doesn't contain the subliminal messages 



it was rumoured to, but it's still the perfect accompaniment 
to zombie shopping trances. 
The merch catalogues 

If you were lucky enough to buy the Oh No, It's Devo! 
album on vinyl, you might have come across the merch 
catalogue selling radiation suits and red plastic energy 
dome hats. There was a cartoon in //ate in the early Nineties 
about the life cycle of a Devo radiation suit - worn a few 
times at parties until the joke got old, then put into storage, 
only to be resurrected by the owner's grandma as waders 
for fishing. These days, the merch is even weirder, including 
some demented dolls that probably kill you while you sleep. 
Dev2.0 

In 2006, Devo got together with Disney to create Dev2.0, 
a creepy band of 1 3-year-olds who play Devo songs. Unlike 
the golden days of Minipops, none of these kids look like 
Tina Turner clones in stilettos and hooker wigs; they're more 
like Gap ads with energy domes. Songs like 'Uncontrollable 
Urge' have their lyrics changed so they're about junk food. 
There used to be a disclaimer on the Devo website which 
claimed Dev2.0were a new wave of subversion. Really 
they're just another example of how the greasy maw 
of capitalism can swallow anything, and subversion is 
impossible: a constant Devo theme. 
Emily Bick 



The synthetically-minded end of America's noise 
underground owes a huge debt to Devo's dirty- 
minded emissions. This band set the standard for 
angry male geek energy and prurient sexuality, and 
led some commentators to accuse the band of 
misogyny. It has to be said, they have a point- Devo 
songs often essay a gynecological curiosity that 
often spills over into cruelty, prodding and poking 
at the unfamiliar with a combination of lust and 
disgust. However Casale sees the band as victims, 
hapless undersexed outsiders without any hope of 
copping a feel, let alone subjugating the opposite 
sex. This seems disingenuous at first - as we all 
know, geeks can hate women too - but the 
perverse honesty of Devo's sexual politics counts 
in their favour, and if it proves repellent, well... it 
is. What can you do? 

"I don't think it was misogynisticat all. We were 
more like the Three Stooges, whenever they have 
girlfriends in one of their episodes they're being 
brow-beaten and pushed around and man-handled 
by the woman, you know, pussy whipped. We were 
passive males of tender tails in Ohio and we were on 
the short end of the stick when it came to women. 
What we noticed in culture, though, was the 
complete hypocrisy where on the one hand sex is 



'As soon as we had any success, we were viciously 
attacked as clowns and fascists and anti-humane. People 
missed the irony and thought we were all for conformity' 




being used to sell everything and on the other it's always presented as bad." 

Something to be feared? 

" Exactly. So when Mark wrote 'Penetration In The Centrefold' it was because 
some big magazine, like Penthouse or something had for the first time ever 
shown penetration in the centrefold. He was telling the news, he goes down 
to the store and ... it was just reportage. " 

"We used to put up these satirical and ironic statements that people took 
at face value, as serious manifestos. We said that, 'Rebellion and individuality 
is obsolete in corporate society' and 'Your mission is to fit in'. And they were 
like, 'Wow, these guys are fascists!' You know, that's how Rolling Stone felt. 
Ridiculous. Clowns, Nazis, you know. While the real clowns and real Nazis were 
being put on the cover." 

Were the American rock critics a constant adversery? 

"From the beginning, absolutely. They did not like what we were doing, it 
didn't fit in to the whole thing. All the radio programmers were like fake hippies 
who wore the satin jackets and were getting paid off in whores and cocaine and 
still liked The Eagles and just hated Devo." 

You mean you never got the opportunity to be paid off in whores or cocaine? 

" No. We paid for our cocaine. " 

through being cool 

At roughly the same time in England, Genesis P Orridge and Cosey Fanni Tutti 
were launching their own offensive against the hypocrisy of decency, first as 
COUM Transmissions, then as Throbbing Gristle. It's interesting to compare 
the two outfits. Like Devo, TG were lapsed hippies with an artsy background, 
they were inexorably drawn towards taboo subject matter, exhibited a love of 
synthetic texture and harboured a secret obsession with easy listening. They too 
attracted accusations of fascism. It's perhaps even more fascinating, though, to 
consider the ways in which the two groups diverged - brought up with pervasive 
American ideals of success, Devo briefly became the more truly subversive pop 
group by way of their acute observation of such pop conventions as harmony, 
melody and damnably catchy toons. If this combination proved initially off- 
putting to American ears, it won the group a dedicated European following. 

" Europe is where we first gained success. England got us in a big way right 
away, totally got the irony, the humour. Loved the performance quality of Devo 
and the multimedia quality. We actually probably lasted a little longer in terms 
of popularity in Germany and, believe it or not, Italy. I think that in general the 
European audience was more informed, more sophisticated." 

But then, Europe was better prepared. There were obvious parallels between 
Devo and the streamlined epiphanies of Krautrock, especially Kraftwerk-the 
uniforms, the repetition, the steam-piston rhythms, the mannered, robotic 
method of playing. And no one of great significance in America was using 
synths in such a goddamn European - or 'faggy', because in Europe we are all 
'fags' -way. Devo's 1978 debut album, Q:Are We Not Men? A: We Are Devo! 
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was almost an honorary Krautrock document, 
having been produced by Brian Eno at Conny Plank's 
studio in Cologne. Although it's now accepted 
as a post-punk cult classic, in truth it's a little too 
clean, a little too Enossified, and as a result lacks 
the rough robotic energy and effluent electronic 
splurge of the band's pre-Eno material. Casaleand 
the band reputedly tried to convince Eno to perfectly 
replicate the sound of their demos, leading Eno to 
brand the band 'anal'. 

The Hornbyite drones of the mainstream music 
press will tell you that Q: Are We Not Men?. . . is 
the only truly essential Devo album, that Duty Now 
For The Future (1 979), Freedom Of Choice (1 980), 
New Traditionalists (1 981 ), Oh, No! It's Devo (1 982) 
and Shout (1 984) are little more than desperate 
splutterings of a novelty band outstaying their 
welcome, perhaps grudgefully admitting that 
motivational S&M anthem 'Whip It' from 
Freedom. . . is a pretty good tune. This news may 
shock some of our more sensitive readers, but guess 
what? They're wrong. Over the course of these five 
albums, Devo dispensed with guitars in favour of 
gleaming, hi-definition (if frequently haywire) 
synthwork, while the lyrics swung wildly between 
pitch-black pessimism and pisstake perkiness. 




'We didn't even really believe things would get this bad. 
Now we see that we were unfortunately very right, 
beyond our expectations' 



Post-debut Devo did not only give us 'Whip It', but also 'Freedom Of Choice', 
'Girl U Want', 'Gates Of Steel', 'Through Being Cool', 'Peek-A-Boo' and 
'Beautiful World'. The latter, a bitterly poignant assault on the asinine positivity 
of the Reagan administration, is Devo at their angriest and most honest. It's 
surprising and a little disappointing, then, that Casale considers the end of 
the true Devo to have taken place as early as 1 978. 

" I'm trying right now to make a feature film about us. It would start in 1 974 
and end in 1978 when we go on Saturday Night Live, and were a big hit that 
night. It's called The Beginning Was The End and the way you watch the movie, 
you know that it's over that night. That Devo, the real Devo, is over." 

So what was the Devo that came after that? 

"Then you get to the corporate meat grinder, and all the things that come 
with it, both the good and bad. The pressures and the insanity, because basically 
your fate isn't your own any more. Because you can't really do that many things 
to control it." 

freedom of choice 

Of course, the news on every spud's lips is that Devo are about to tour the UK for 
the first time in over 1 5 years. Good news, right? A 'legendary' band returning 
to our shores, a chance to see something many of us were too young to 
experience the first time around. Yeah, great. Yawn. But wait -can this world 
really be as dumb as it seems? Could it be getting even dumber? And could it 
be that somehow Devo are more relevant now than ever? Maybe. 

" Devo was a serious joke. We didn't even really believe things would get 
this bad. Now we see that we were unfortunately very right, beyond our 
expectations. De-evolution is real and we're all living in a de-evolved, corporate, 
futile world. Run by morons, and run by ideologues written by greed and 
religion of every stripe - it's not just the Muslims, it's our guys right here. They're 
itching for a fight because they're fundamentalist Christians. Your own guy Tony 
is in on that, and it's horror. Nobody cares because there's a mass of sheep out 
there who are just consumer conformists, who have been turned into an 
audience. And they download 'content'. And it's awful. And that's it." 

Still, do we need another 'legendary' band clogging up the circuit? Not really. 
Fortunately Devo are hardly your average legends. Even when they've done the 
right thing, they've done it beautifully wrong, and as fellow Plan B writer Emily 
Bick remarked to me, they're never going to be an easy hipster sell. Feel a bit 
queasy buying tickets for the nostalgia show? Good. It's part of what it means 
to be Devo. And we're all Devo. 

"When I was in college, I would go and see John Lee Hooker or Howlin' Wolf 
and it was kind of like a war movie where I was scared but I loved every minute 
of it. It was intense and kind of threatening. But they were so good at what they 
did, and you couldn't believe they were doing it as grown men. I think when 
Devo walks on stage and can still do this stuff aggressively, it's kind of scary. " 

Yes, Gerry. It sure is. 




Photography: Robert 
Matheu 



plan b | 53 



the noise of summe 
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It's hard to explain what's so cool about No Age. You 
say to people, they're these two boys from LA and 
they play drums and guitar and singing, and they're 
all noisy, but they have these cute tunes too, and the 
guy sometimes sings off-key but in a good way. And 
people are like, yeah, that sounds exciting, two boys 
doing noisy songs. And I'm like, no really, come and 
see them with me! You'll totally see what I mean. 

You'll see Dean Spunt on drums and vocals, 
and Randy Randall on guitar. Dean is long, thin, 
awkwardly flexible, closing his eyes tight when 
he sings. Randy is solid and smiley. He looks the 
sensible type, but his intensity's as palpable as that 
of his bandmate: as the show progresses, the pair 
generate an enclosed heat, sparks flying from 
their audible and visible desire to explain, convey 
something to us. They generate noise - looped, 
atmospheric interludes of feedback and space via 
sequencers and pedals - and from the noise they 
pull songs, like sudden lucid thoughts. Songs like 
'Loosen This Job' and 'Semi-Sorted', where washes 
of feverish, tingly guitar are gradually joined by 
a muffled drumbeat and a simple, sweet vocal line; 
songs that flit between shadowy noise textures and 
'Sweet Jane'-era Velvet Underground pop; or like 
the anthemic 'Everybody's Down', which tonight is 
messy and triumphant, Randy's drums flailing and 
our feet dancing. Come with me, it'll be fun. 

"Randy is my favourite guitarist in the world," says 
Dean. I asked them to describe each other. "We live 
together, and we've been friends for six years. " 

"Dean is a hell of a drummer, and probably one 
of the most honest, most reliable people I know," 
counters Randy. 



Last time I saw these two musicians (Dean then 
on bass), they were members of the trio Wives, 
touring the UK in 2005. The band was to break up 
after the tour, and the performance I attended was 
excoriating rather than exhilarating. Trapped in 
the upstairs of a particularly sucky hipster tavern in 
east London, Wives' sound was intense and kind of 
thwarted-sounding: like a lot of noise-based music, 
it struggled to connect in adverse conditions. 

I wasn't quite prepared for the pop directness 
of No Age's 'Get Hurt' EP on Upset The Rhythm, 
and Weirdo Rippers, the Fatcat-released album that 
collects together tracks from their five EPs to date, 
nor for it to be matched in person by such positive, 
open people as the two guys I meet up with prior 
to their show at London's Luminaire. 

"I think Randy helps get my ideas across in a way 
that I couldn't do on my own," Dean reflects, when 
I ask about how they work together. " I don't think 
I could do it with anybody else. He can fill in the 
blanks, and I'm like, 'That's exactly correct!'" 

"It's one of those things you don't realise," 
says Randy. "We have our own arguments within 
the band, but whenever we've played music with 
anyone else, we're like, 'Damn, I guess we do get 
each other'." 

Things seem to be moving fast for No Age, 
with releases and tours happening so soon after 
the band started up only a year ago. But really, we're 
just catching them part way through a continuous 
process: one that combines years of playing 
experience with the ongoing story of Los Angeles' 
underground music scene, and in particular, The 
Smell, an all-ages venue in downtown LA, which, 
says Randy, has "changed my life many times". 



"I started going when I was 16," says Dean. 
" It was close to where I grew up. At 1 6 you don't 
really know what's going on, but then you go to see 
weird bands on tour and it just hit me. I kept going 
and going. It's probably one of the most important 
things to our band, and our lives in general. There 
are people that revolve around The Smell, bands 
like BARR, Mika Miko and Silver Daggers. . .Without 
The Smell there isn't a community." 

Although there's less need for all-ages shows 
in the UK-our licensing lawsare laxenough, 
especially in smaller venues, to allowfor most 
adventurous teenagers to access the music even 
if they can't get served at the bar - that's not to 
say our music scene labours under any illusion of 
agelessness or inclusivity. Recent big shows for 1 4- 
1 8s only and the announcement of £250-a-head 
rock gigs strictly for over-30s in search of a more 
'exclusive' experience are, while no doubt well- 
intentioned in the case of the Underage Club, more 
symptomatic of the opposite approach; of a cultural 
industry that sees more money to be made through 
creating rather than dissolving barriers. 

It's almost the duty of the underground, then, 
to fuck with that economy, to welcome the young 
but also discourage older people from slipping 
away. The older I get the more I believe in the 
underground, in community, and in the importance 
of not stopping doing. 

"Jim who runs The Smell is 38, 39," Dean tells 
me. " He's there every single night. And then there's 
these kids that are 1 6. It's rare to see such an open- 
ended age spectrum." 

" I've had friends who are older say, 'I don't 
think I'll come to The Smell, I'll be the oldest person 
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there', " says Randy. "And I'll say, 'Fuck you, no 
you're not, Jinn's there! 'You can't drink there, which 
cuts off a lot of people who think, 'There'll be a lot 
of kids there, and I can't get drunk...'" 

"Those two things have nothing to do with 
music," Dean emphasises. "That's a social thing 
and a mental thing." 

"You have a responsibility as an adult to 
influence kids in a positive way," says Randy. 
"The only reason I know the music I do, punk and 
noise, is because of those older people who were 
nice enough to explain, 'Look kid, if you like this 
you'll like that'. I owe everything to my older brother 
who did that, and his friends. They made me 
mixtapes and all that, so I feel like it's myjob now 
to say, 'Cool, you like that — you'll like this band'. 
Because that's how you keep ideas and culture alive, 
by passing it on. It's not a burden, it's a gift. " 

To this end, No Age are ardent champions of 
LA's noise bands, young groups who, Dean says, 
"are getting into straight, harsh noise. It's totally, 
to me, the same thing that hardcore did in the early 
Eighties, it's super-harsh and super-'This is just for 
me'. They're not trying to do anything but do this 
stuff that makes them feel a certain way. They're 
not thinking about commercial success. It breaks 
down that feeling of 'I have to be a musician to 
play', which I think is really important. I like the idea 
that you don't have to be a musician to play music" . 

The lack of consensus as to what constitutes 
'good' or 'bad' noise - and the uselessness of seeing 
it in those terms - is both a positive and a negative. 
On the one hand, the participatory channels it 
opens up are infinite; on the other, there's a lack of 
rigour, of examination, or even refining your process 



'We want to write the most beautiful 

noise pop SOng' -Dean Spunt 



beyond the sheer excitement of making something. 
But you don't need to be a formally trained musician 
to think hard about the music you make; and what 
I like most about No Age is that they sound as if 
they've thought hard, and come out the other 
side with these bruised, sparkling little songs - 
songs that sound all the more poignant for their 
immersion in waves of effect and abstraction. 

When asked about their musical common 
ground, Dean and Randy list Paul McCartney's Ram; 
Squeeze's 45s And Under and Argybargy; Loveless 
by My Bloody Valentine; Black Flag; Misfits. . . 
"That's sort of the core. That's sort of the territory, 
somewhere in there," Randy concludes, nailing the 
wistful pop, shoegaze shimmer and hardcore edge 
that all surface throughout Weirdo Rippers. 

Did they grow up liking the same music? 

It seems not: " I was into Black Flag when I was 
13, and he wasn't," says Dean. 

"But I was into My Bloody Valentine, and he 
wasn't," replies Randy. 

"When I was 1 3 or 1 4, my Dad gave me this box 
of tapes he bought from a homeless guy and there 
was a My Bloody Valentine tape in it and I threw it 
away, like, 'Whatthe fuck is that? That is bullshit'," 
Dean recalls. " But then I listened to them and was 



like, 'Oh wait, OK, no -that's awesome.' Same with 
The Misfits. Kids at school who were jocks would 
want to beat up the kids with Misfits patches so it 
was like, 'That shit's fucking lame'. Then I heard it 
and said, 'Wow, that's pretty good ! ' " 

"I think those are two good references, The 
Misfits and My Bloody Valentine," Randy says. 
"I laugh at Dean, because I'll come home and he'll 
be listening to this band I was listening to when 
I was like 13. 1 was tripped out in my bed for years 
listening to this record on headphones and writing 
away to fan clubs, and to see Dean do that now 
at this age cracks me up," he smiles. 

"There's still some stuff that might take a couple 
more years," cautions Dean. "Pavement might take 
a few more years for me. I don't really listen to them, 
and every time I do I'm like, 'I'm getting it'. At some 
point I will really get it." 

"At some point you will belike, 'Woah,thisis 
amazing'. Slanted and Enchanted Will make sense," 
Randy assures him. 

"We're still not quite symbiotic music buddies," 
Dean laughs, but when he adds, "We want to 
write the most beautiful noise pop song, " you 
don't doubt that both members of No Age are 
inagreementthere. 
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Espers l-r: Ben McConnell, Greg Weeks, Meg Baird, Helena Espvall, Chris Smith, Brooke Sietinsons. 





On the road with Espers, astral travellers from Philadelphia who redraw the psych-folk template 
with Pre-Raphaelite precision and shadowy prog soundscapes 



'ords: Frances Morgan 

lotoqraphv: Cat Stevens 



This story takes place on the shortest day of 
the year, or at least, a day that feels that way 
-around the time in winter when the sky 
keeps a cold cloud blanket up close around 
its shoulders, and everything seems still 
and damply petrified. London feels like a grey, 
neglected forest, hung with lights that cheer 
its stark spikes and dull bulk only a little. 

As the not-quite-day mulches into perma- 
evening, Philadelphian six-piece Espers are 
setting up their equipment in a small room, 
preparing to record two songs for a BBC 6Music 
session. Guitarists and vocalists Greg Weeks, 
Meg Baird and Brooke Sietinsons, cellist Helena 
Espvall, bass player Chris Roberts and Ben 
McConnell, standing in for Otto Hauser on 
drums, sit in a circle, Weeks cross-legged on the 
floor between amp and pedals, joking about 
the "opium den vibe" in the room. In fact, the 
vibe is more ad hoc rehearsal than any kind of 
decadent consciousness-altering, as engineers 
bustle around with leads and mics and spare 
guitar strings, and everyone tries, politely, 
not to get in the way of one another. 

I find it comforting in an almost familial 
way, watching a band patch together the 
combination of human and mechanical tools 
that they need to create the sound they want. 
It's maybe a result of years spent around 
studios and venues, but it's also a more vague, 
overarching fascination with how music 
works: the juxtaposition of practicality and the 
' abstract magic that happens when everything 
is fixed at last: the tremulous, precious notes 
that hang in the air between a group of people. 

It's kind of perverse, but sometimes, waiting 
around for an interview or to play a show 
myself, I can listen to a band I don't like do a 
soundcheck with more absorption and pleasure 
than I ever will their performance or records. 
So when it's a band like Espers, whose delicate, 
disconcerting songs seem built intricately 
from the outside in, layering strings, voices, 
rustling percussion and eldritch electronics, 
it's a privilege to watch them at work. 

They try a number of takes of 'Dead Queen' 
and 'Widow's Weed' - the first two songs from 
their most recent album, //-and at each listen 
I focus on something new: the fluttering drums, 
the deliberate slow pacing of Brooke and Meg's 
acoustic guitars beneath their clear, airy voices, 
the way Helena's cello hooks into those voices 
(to which hers is added) and tumbles into the 



figures Greg picks out on his electric. The way 
the bass slips a warm mantle around each song 
as they build up into a quiet, sinister intensity. 

By the time they've done their final take, 
it's as if they've played the weather, crystallised 
the heavy, cold day and the final flare of a hard 
year. People say Espers are a folk band, a hippie 
group, flowery musicforfields and summer 
festivals. This afternoon - in fact, most of 
the time - I'd say they're as geometric as 
a snowf lake; weird as winter itself. 

meeting is a pleasure 

While the band's name refers to the 
parapsychology term forthose capable of 
telepathy and other paranormal powers, Espers 
as a band were drawn together by more prosaic 
forces around six years ago, in Philadelphia. 

"Brooke [Sietinsons] had a nice loft space 
and started putting on a lot of shows," says 
Meg Baird. "I think that's a lot of how we met 
and got ideas." 

What drew you all together? 

Chris Smith, who later joined the original 
founding trio of Sietinsons, Weeks and Baird, 
replies: "It was the right time for everyone who 
was interested in old-time music, psychedelia, 
experimental music, finger-style guitar, and 
also psych and prog stuff that was focusing 
heavily on folk or acoustic instruments. It 
was coming out on reissues. People had been 
interested in those things in the past, but all 
of a sudden it just bubbled up. 

"There was this small group of people all 
plugged into the same network, on the East 
Coast primarily, a little bit on the West Coast 
with Ben Chasny- Six Organs Of Admittance. 
He bridged the gap, because he was the 
guy from the West Coast that made the first 
impression on people on the East Coast doing 
this acoustic music. Then I heard he'd played 
over at Brooke's, so these associations were 
being made. So we started grouping together 
and the group over the years just started 
getting larger as people's interest in this music 
grew exponentially. It really did come out of 
a lack of venues: nobody was putting these 
shows on, so everybody was forced to find 
other people who were interested." 

"When we started playing it was so 
frustrating -nobody could understand how 
to mic an acoustic guitar. But now we don't run 
into that problem so much," says Greg Weeks. 



"We still have to deal with the rhythm 
section though," Smith reminds him. "A lot 
of sound engineers, you show up and they 
see an electric guitar and an electric bass and 
drums, and they want to blast that out. We 
like itto be there and be heard, but everything 
accompanies one another. We like to control 
the dynamic of what steps forward at a certain 
moment. That's still a challenge." 

In the past few years, things have changed 
considerably for those who make acoustic or 
quiet music. One of the most welcome results 
of the latest revival of interest in folk-inspired 
music has been the presence of more unusual 
instruments on stage, and the not uncommon 
experience of silent rooms and listening 
audiences. But while there's always the danger 
of enthusiasm for a trend tipping over into 
cliche, with Espers it's clearthat their 
instrumental choices aren't made through 
a desire for novelty. Instead, theirs is a carefully 
controlled and very singular atmosphere, 
honed, one presumes, in those early house 
shows -and in the exacting sensibility of 
Weeks' production style, which is precisely 
nuanced, suffused with an oddly vintage 
sense of howtimbre complements melody. 

I wonder if it's this precision that stopped 
me connecting immediately with Espers when 
I first heard their debut self-titled album in 
2005. The predominant American folk-inspired 
music that had been grabbing our attention 
was doing so with either a challenging rawness 
or an outsider-ish whimsy - or it was very 
overtly 'psychedelic', with strong links to 
noise or doom. Espers' album was none of 
those things, not really. Instead, there was 
an uncompromising purity to songs like 
'Flowery Noontide'; an remarkably egoless 
acknowledgementthatthis music existed in 
a time and place of its own -a quality that, on 
repeated listens, made it more 'other' than its 
more ostensibly out-there peers. 

When Espers released their second album, 
//, in 2006, it felt as if what Plan B's Joseph 
Stannard described as, "The powdery 
sweetness that on closer inspection is just 
one thin layer away from brutal indifference" 
was now to their advantage; their shadowy 
presence perhaps more lasting than the initially 
more arresting, more personality-driven artists 
amassed under the 'psych-folk' banner. 
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'I like that you can create this ancient feeling of 
spookiness and smouldering with technology from 
the Fifties, Sixties and Seventies' -chris smith 



This sense of otherness isn't just because Espers' 
music often has a cold, starry remoteness to it. 
It's also because they're an American band whose 
sound recalls a more European style of experimental 
rock music. On tracks like 'Widow's Weed', 'Moon 
Occults The Sun' or 'Travel Mountains' you hear the 
epic, stately poignancy of Popol Vuh's Aguirre; on 
'Mansfield And Cyclops', the light groove of Can; 
on countless tracks, the forms, melodies and vocal 
sound of obscure European film soundtracks -those 
kind of darkly innocent, semi-classical tunes that 
turn electrically diabolical in Goblin's Suspiria 
soundtrack. As if to bear this out, Greg Weeks' 
'Valerie Project' at London's Meltdown Festival will 
create a new soundtrack for Seventies cult Czech 
movie, Valerie And Her Week Of Wonders, a woozy, 
psycho-sexual fairytale ideal for Esper-isation. 
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Espers' use of noise, too, is more akin to the 
experimental, timbre-based work of the Krautrock 
bands than it is to the US or UK progressive bands 
contemporaneous with Can, Faust etal. The 
German band they remind me of the most is Amon 
Duul II - a band not known for their precise, folky 
vocals (singer Renate Knaup affected an awesome 
fractured yowl), but with a similar wintry, arboreal 
atmosphere to that of Espers' second album, with 
treated voice and shudders of oscillation over 
ramblingly grand guitar lines. 

Greg laughs when I tell him I put Amon Duul ll's 
1 970 track 'Eye Shaking King' on a mixtape next to 
an Espers song. 

"That totally makes sense!" he says. Chris adds, 
"If we could have a Mellotron on tour we would 
have one..." 



The band also cite the music of French actress 
Catherine Ribeiro, whose Seventies band The 
Alpes were an progressive curiosity complete with 
homemade electronics, psychedelic guitars, all-out 
improvisation and Ribeiro's astonishing screams. 

This love for the more experimental Seventies 
canon surfaces again and again in Espers' music via 
growling, disorientating undercurrents of electronic 
interference. " If it coexists in your taste it coexists 
in what you create as well," Chris says. "There's 
a feeling of beautiful melodies and beautiful voices 
with this - 1 don't want to call it guttural, but - 

"Dissonance?" says Greg. 

"Dissonance, and presence that's undeniably 
there, sometimes maniacal, sometimes sad. It's so 
much a part of the landscape for us, it's just critical 
to what we do." 



espers 



Analogue electronics are great for creating that 
presence - possibly because they sound so primitive. 

"They're very primitive," agrees Chris. "Like the 
way HP Lovecraft always described the energy that 
he talked about being from 'the ancients', they 
bubble up out of nowhere. I like that you can create 
this ancientfeeling of spookiness and smouldering 
with technology from the Fifties, Sixties and 
Seventies. . .The ARP Odyssey does that great. " 

Does this approach to sound dictates the lyrics? 

Greg says, "We don't write from an individual 
perspective, so it's almost as if a collective 
consciousness has to take hold and guide you - 
not to get mystical about it or anything, but where 
does this stuff come from anyway? It's coming from 
somewhere and it's waiting... In Espers, until the 
very last minute! " he laughs, as Meg states that 
the lyrics happen "pretty far along" in the process. 

Your subject matter seems quite ancient and 
mythical, and dark too. 

"Well, we certainly set out to give everything 
we do, as pretty and beautiful as it is, to then clip 
it and give it as much anxiety - 1 mean, we always 
joke about 'adding the evil' to the songs. . .So we're 
all as interested in that side of the music as in the 
beautifully sculpted sounds. It's the two together 
that transcend the boundaries between them, so 
you get hooked into both. It can allow you to go 
emotionally somewhere where one side or the other 
would regiment you into one emotional territory." 

So where does that leave you? 

"Real life!" Greg exclaims. "Because it's always 
complicated like that. It's never easy, it's never one 
sided, it's multi-faceted." 

hearts and daggers 

Espers' relationship with folk music is a close and 
complicated one. They don't play 'traditional' 
music, yet the semi-acoustic instrumentation, the 
pure female vocal harmonies and the evocative 
titles and lyrics (all nature, myth, mystery and the 
elements) define, for many listeners, what modern 
folk music sounds like. It's music that is interestingly 
stylised and formalised: closer to a Pre-Raphaelite 
idea of Gothic medievalism, or the Arts and 
Crafts Movement's anti-industrial idealism, than 
any attempt to recreate an 'authentic' form of 
traditional music. In this sense, Espers are 
representative of a generation of folk-inspired 
musicians whose sonic ruralism is knowingly 
romantic, self-reflexive and electronically mediated. 

What does the term folk music mean to Espers? 

Meg: "It's not so much that we have a firm 
definition of it, but it's just a frame of reference 
that works. It's not so much of an accurate 'music 
criticism' term, but it seems to stick. It really just 
refers to an aesthetic." 

"And maybe a continuum too," adds Chris. 
"The appeal of folk music to me is that it's always 
been there, it's always going to be there. Folk is 
a genre -there are genres you can call psych-folk, 
acid-folk or whatever - but it's more that feeling 
of, this has always been, and it's going to be there 
when we're gone. You don't have to worry about 
whether it shows up on the radio or on the movies - 
it's a beautiful, strong music, and that's why there's 
been folk songs sung for hundreds of years. " 

"It's also a kind of music that always seems 
a little bit bigger than the individual," Meg says. 

All three agree that they've been directly inspired 
- via modes, scales, melodies and themes - by folk 
songs, but Greg points out that this applies just 
as much to other music the band care about. 

"We're a band of record nerds, through and 
through," Chris agrees. "That's why I loved making 
The Weed Tree [a mini-album of versions of songs 
by Nico, Blue Oyster Cult and Durutti Column, 
among others]. It's by and large a covers record, 
but it almost feels folky because it doesn't matter 
where these songs came from . . . it's just loved music. 



We wanted to apply the songs to our world, 
applying ourselves and our place and our 
camaraderie as a band to a set of what could 
be called traditionals to us. " 

Meg Baird's solo album Dear Companion, 
released this month on Wichita, picks up this theme, 
with intensely personal versions of songs by Jimmy 
Webb and Chris Thompson sitting alongside 
traditionals such as 'The Cruelty Of Barbry Ellen', 
'Willie O'Winsbury', and the heartbreaking title 
track, on which Baird's voice lilts between the 
rueful country clarity of Emmylou Harris and the 
anonymous purity of an old field recording. Dear 
Companion follows Baird's collaboration with 
Helena Espvall and British folk singer Sharron Kraus, 
Leaves From Off The Tree, released last year on tiny 
London label Bo'Weavil. Leaves is an unassumingly 
beautiful record: the singing is chillingly gorgeous, 
yet at times feels disarmingly easy, as if interpreting 
old songs anew were an everyday, necessary act. 

"Sharon was living in Philadelphia, and we used 
to get together sometimes and play," Meg explains. 
" Before she left, she spearheaded this effort to get 
some of these songs recorded. We just did it all in 
one long afternoon session, all live." 

Where did you learn traditional songs? 

"It's just self-taught," Meg replies. "It wasn't 
something I grew up with. I mean, it was around, 
but it wasn't something that was unavoidable. 
I had a great-great uncle who was a song collector 
in North Carolina, so there's a family connection 
there, but I could have completely ignored that too, 
because I grew up in South Jersey and it wasn't all 
around me, for sure. It was more Bon Jovi all around 
me!" she laughs. With the new album, she says, 
she was aiming for something, "Deceptively spare 
and simple. I tried to hide a lot in those tracks." 

In the notes for Dear Companion, Meg relates 
how much of the album took shape in her head 
during morning commutes on the El train, an 
appealing image for all outdoor dreamers stuck, 
even if voluntarily, incityscapes-notsureifthe 
natural beauty they romanticise really exists or 
not, let alone whether it's welcoming. 



"As an experiment on this trip I've been handing 
out napkins or whatever from each club and asking 
people to draw an impression of our set, " Greg says 
earlier when we're talking about the contrasts in 
Espers' music, "and the theme that people always 
fixate on is always the tree. It's interesting, because 
it's that kind of attraction to the forest where there's 
these beautiful, majestic trees, but there's also 
something dark and sinister about a deep forest. 
So that kind of sums it up for me, that duality: 
nature is beautiful and horrible at the same time. " 

Chris adds: "We all live in the city, so there's that 
love and attachment to nature, then you go there, 
and certain parts of you are like, This is all there is? 
This is it? This is all you can give me today? Nature 
never lets you down, but there's this sadness of 
saying, I want more that's not here. So we have 
to dream it up where we can, in the studio. " 

Have you ever played a show outdoors? 

"The one time we were supposed to, a torrential 
downpour came... and we had play inside." 

"We played in a planetarium..." offers Greg. 

Espers' show in Philadelphia's Fels Planetarium 
lastyearwas a highlightforthe band. Playing as 
a nine-piece, they were backed by projections from 
the Planetarium's stock of astronomical images. 
"We went through the archives and picked slides 
of horsehead nebulas. . . " remembers Meg, fondly. 

There's something really nostalgic, almost sad 
about planetariums, isn'tthere? 

Med nods. "Yeah, like someone must have 
thought once that it was a great idea to give people 
this experience -it's kind of touching." 

Where else would Espers like to play? I ask, 
as the band express their desire to tour the 
planetariums of the world. 

Chris thinks about it. " Maybe one of those old 
operating theatres?" he suggests. 

"We already played in a funeral parlour," Greg 
notes. "That was kind of funny." 

Custodians of scientific and/or historical 
establishments looking to book a surgically precise, 
seasonally affective, necromantic, interplanetary 
psychedelic folk ensemble need look no further. 



'Folk's a kind of music that always 
seems a little bit bigger than the 

individual' - Meg Baird 
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Vords: Louis Pattison 

'hotography: Brian Sweeney 



Wolf Eyes/Consumer Electronics 

Cardiff Clwblfor Bach 

It's her, alright -frightened doe-eyes staring 
out through the glass, head half shaved, 
looking more like an inmate peering through 
concentration camp barbed wire than a multi- 
million selling pop princess out cruising the 
strip for some 'me' time in the San Fernando 
valleys. There's a lot of images like this in 
Philip Best's Consumer Electronics scrapbook, 
brandished often and violently in the faces 
of the front row - scared people, vacant stares, 
persons missing, presumed dead. Misery, 
pain, indignity: it's bread and butter for 
Best, the building blocks of a quarter-century 
career he commenced as a 14-year-old 
performing an early 'Public Attack' in front 
of fellow pupils in his school hall, before 
running away from home to join power 
electronics provocateurs Whitehouse. 

Noise's child star is all grown up now, hair 
cropped short, tubbier of stomach, but still 
energised by the same immoral -or amoral? - 
impulses. To the cosmic rumble of a neglected 
laptop, Best alternates between furious, bile- 
ridden screeds -the ranted 'Crowd Pleaser', 
a bruising verbal battery of flatlining self- 
esteem and sexual disgust all but lost in the 
miasmic drone - and feats of deviant theatre: 
licking the pages of his book, loosing a few 
buttons of his shirt to manhandle his nipples, 
positioning spread ha'nds around his groin 
and mimicking a forced blowjob like some 
deviant Marcel Marceau, his face contorted 
in a grimace of ecstasy. After several years of 
being eerily fascinated by Whitehouse, I'm sort 



of weary of trying to single out the root of 
their appeal; suffice to say, you either feel 
it, immediately and viscerally, or you do not. 
Suffice to say I find Consumer Electronics by 
turns hilarious, terrifying, exciting, grotesque, 
and utterly compelling - and for a while after 
it ends, it's like you suddenly see everything 
slightly differently, like the world's been tilted 
on its axis. 

Best is here tonight on the invitation 
of Michigan's Wolf Eyes, currently the trio of 
Nate Young, John Olson and Mike Connelly. 
Wolf Eyes were born from the strange flux of 
the US cassette-trading underground, a scene 
inspired by the clandestine, ultra-limited 
appeal of early Whitehouse releases- but time 
has seen this band grow into a very different 
beast. Equal parts SPK and AC/DC, tonight Wolf 
Eyes are pretty much the ultimate noise party 
band: a divergent collection of thrumming 
bass, whirring cassette decks, and skronky 
saxophone all tethered together by an 
unrelenting, trudging boom-boom-boom 
beat that turns the front three rows into 
a line of hair-tossing chicken necks. 

Certainly, the Wolf Eyes dynamic is still 
worth dissecting. There's Nate Young, a 
towering swamp beast lured out of the mists 
by a blaring copy of The MC5's 'Kick Out The 
Jams', loosing guttural monster yawns into two 
mic-clutching fists. There's Noize Dude #1, Mike 
Connelly, bent over an open suitcase crammed 
with microphone, tape player, scattered 
cassettes, and other detritus - or leant back, 
yanking at his bass, fist swinging to the sky. And 
there's Wolf Eyes' Weird America mystic, John 



Olson - a shaggy beard forcing jagged arcs 
of sound from his saxophone. But for all this, 
the curious impression you take from this 
current, live incarnation of Wolf Eyes is how 
un-experimental they feel. How 'Human 
Animal' and 'The Driller' see laboratory whizz- 
bang and outer-limits psychic adventuring 
take second place to a kind of spirit of terminal 
adolescence. How what we are basically 
seeing here is Wolf Eyes becoming the Wyld 
Stallyns of noise. 

Does it matter? Well, tonight, no. So far 
as Wolf Eyes are concerned, Cardiff are fresh 
meat, and they're off the leash. Want anything 
different? It's just a short walk to the merch 
table to pick up the new, dark ambient album, 
River Slaughter. Everyone else? Just bang your 
head. It's enough. This time, it's enough. 



Wolf Eyes are 
becoming the 
Wyld Stallyns 
of noise 
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If Mark E Smith died ^^ 

tomorrow he would L ^% 

come back as a ghost 

floating through pub ** ^^^^ 

walls in Prestwich ^j^^g l 
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i think it's ending now So of course it comes as a great delight Smith saunters down the stair smoking and 
Words: John Doran to see eternal fly in the ointment The Fall - a smirking. The band, who are almost certainly 
Photography: Cat Stevens band who care nothing for this kind of palaver the best live incarnation of the group ever, 

-have beaten them to the dubious honour. admittedly turn in an oddly stilted version 
The Fall The Fall are fuelled by such Herculean levels of 'Pacifying Joint' but after that it's all gravy. 
Hammersmith Palais, London of self-belief that literally nothing can stop The double bass thunder carriage, the anvil 
"Bang fucking bang. The mighty Fall. We them now. If Mark E Smith died tomorrow he heavy drumming, the industrial blasts and 
are back, we are back. Bang fucking bang" would come back as a ghost floating through blats of Eleanor P's keys and the grinding 
- Mark E Smith, Doncaster 1980 pub walls in Prestwich, taking his teeth out and shiny Hawkwind guitars are impervious. 

There's no time for sentiment. No time and barking words like 'transistor' and The only concessions to the nostalgia 
for anything other than sheer self-belief. 'funicular' at frightened drinkers. They don't merchants are an almost unrecognisable 
Bang fucking bang indeed. There's been need to worry about what was going on 'White Lightning' and a vicious 'Wrong Place 
a lot of hoo-ha in the London press about 30 years ago, when they know how good Right Time' but it's not enough for one over- 
the closure of this awful, ale-sodden venue this year's Post Reformation TLC\s. refreshed middle-aged man who leaps on 
and tonight the salty tears of pissed-up, This said, when the band sans singer stroll stage at the end to berate Smith: "How dare 
pissy-eyed punks is mixing with the Carling on nearly two hours late you can't help but you! You can't just walk offstage. This is 
on the floor. think, "Oh, for fuck's sake". Of the new, good- Hammersmith!" Fights are breaking out in 

"Last night should have been the last night, looking, white teethed LA backing band, Rob the crowd of people who've invested far too 
if there needs to bea last night at all," they Barbato, man mountain in hillbilly cowboy much time into the concept of what tonight 
are sobbing. For The Good, The Bad And The clobber and unusual beard, takes vocals on means. The band stroll back on, to play not 
Queen played here yesterday and they feature new song 'Senior Twilight Stock Replacer' and 'Hit The North' but instead a mighty rendition 
Paul Simenon on bass (you know, him of the the carefully planned chaos erupts all around of 'Reformation'. 

Athena poster instrument-smashing photo, us. Stocky men with faces the colour of spam "Thank you for letting us into your security 
onetime low-end provider for rubbish pub are ricocheting off each other shouting for area. Now we return to civilisation," barks 
rockers The Clash) and, you know, sniff, they 'Repetition' while worrying about babysitters. Smith as way of good night. Now knock this 
played here once, sob. Beer is still raining on the punchy crowd when shit hole down and never mention it again. 



James Chance And 
Les Contortions 

The Old Market, Hove 



All eyes are on James Chance's hair: a 
foot-high, cob-webby pompadour, slowly 
unravelling with every twitch and jerk below. 
Chance is a yelping funk runt; a scratched, 
plastic James Brown stuck in a groove so 
narrow and sharp he can barely breathe. He's 
a free jazz hero, wringing vinegary rasps from 
his alto sax and hammering atonal organ 
solos that go nowhere perfectly. He's a lost 
rockabilly legend, drawling ballads of 
tattooed hard-men in turn-ups with a guitar- 
twang accompaniment. He's a televangelist 
on the make, sweating into a towel, falling 
to the floor, babbling glossolalia. And when 



an exotic elderly lady in a green, satin dress 
shimmies from the wings and kisses him on 
the lips you realise he's the living spirit of 
every David Lynch film you've ever seen. It's 
Ladies' Night at the Last Chance Lodge. 
Daniel Spicer 



Diamanda Galas 

The Barbican. London 



Solo piano. Spotlight. A voice which shivers 
and worries at the blues with a three-and- 
a-half octave range until it breaks under the 
pressure; a foot, stamping out a rhythm to 
accompany Diamanda Galas' thunderous 
piano chords. 

Captivating is an understatement -the 
auditorium feels pierced, hooked, ears shot 



through with a diamond-tipped harpoon and 
reeled into her almost spellbinding presence 
as Galas sings of love and its consequences 
with a power and intensity which breaks the 
sound barrier. From torch songs to Edith Piaf 
chansons and a prowling 'Gloomy Sunday', 
ivories tinkle and roil until the moment when 
the peak of each song is stripped naked in 
the glare of chattering banshee wails and 
the moment becomes one of overwhelming 
passion. This is not an exaggeration. 
Richard Fontenoy 



pie Die Deneuve 

Horse And Groom, London 



Three nervy ladies from London: all sing, all 
pursue oblique angular patterns somewhere 



between the severe mannered rock of 
Tortoise and someone far looser, far funkier 
-WASP-wielding late Seventies post-punks 
pragVEC. Sian on drums is responsive, 
graceful, carefully positioning each beat 
and the resulting silence, her voice halfway 
between abandon and obedience: Georgie 
on bass plucks out melodies like an art rock 
goddess: Bronnie on guitar spirals shards of 
Glenn Branca pretension, sings strident and 
sometimes wild; the songs ('Eye Cyst', 'Tall 
Building', 'I Am King') are brutal-sweet- 
short, burnished-bright with rupture. 

"Those bastards," mutters a Wet Dog, 
ruby-red with envy. "They're better than us." 

Not yet, not yet; but give them time. . . 
Everett True 
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tales from the triptych festival 

Words: Euan Andrews, Matt Evans, Stewart 
Gardiner, George Taylor 

Terry Riley photography: Bryony Mclntyre 

Terry Riley 

Usher Hall, Edinburgh 

Mercifully, despite the brand sponsors, 
Terry Riley does not make his first ever 
Scottish appearance backed by a giant red 
T with accompanying pints of lager strewn 
everywhere. Instead, a small but enthusiastic 
audience take up pews in the Usher Hall's 
cloistered Organ Gallery for the first of Riley's 
three Triptych performances to an air of calm 
and devotion. Before the composer appears 
in person, we are given a selection of his piano 
duets performed by Joseph Kubera and Sarah 
Cahill, which cascade and flurry into occasional 
deep wells of silence. 

When 71 -year old Riley appears, exuding 
Zen-like tranquility and a serious beard, it 
is to perform his 1 964 masterwork 'In C. 
Strapping a microphone to his head for 
occasional chanting with the air of a man 
about to go on a long journey and surrounded 
by string section, horns, glockenspiel, guitarist 
and pianists, Riley maintains a centring 
presence at his organ throughout the 50 
minute rendition. Beyond the minimalist 
concept, 'In C becomes an everlasting glide, 
a rush of clear spring water and a galaxy of 
possibilities. (EA) 

CSS/Ratatat 

Liquid Rooms, Edinburgh 

Ratatat stretch the essence of sonic 
triumphance until it's as ludicrously taut as 
their jeans. Possibly having swallowed too 
much sun in the heavy metal parking lot, rock 
dude in the middle of the stage is wailin' like 
Van Halen over those ascending synthesiser 
chords you last heard facing an end-of-level 
boss back in '92. You won, of course-for this 



is victory rock! Bouncing onstage with a huge 
paper-bag over her head, Lovefoxxx takes 
us away from pride in winning, and back 
into the infectious excitement of playing. 
Spending more time in the air than on the 
ground, she makes it impossible to focus 
on anything else. 

Unfortunately, 'Alala' (too early) and 
'Let's Make Love And Listen To Death From 
Above' (too late), are the great singles spaced 
far apart tonight, and the rest of the CSS setlist 
can't match them. It's a stodgy and awkward 
clubkid update of the poppier side of grunge, 
including a tracing paper treatment of L7's 
'Pretend We're Dead'. Lovefoxx has dived into 
the crowd : "My m usic is my boyfrien d! "She 
could do better. (GT) 

An everlasting gli 
a rush of clear sprin 
water and a galaxy 
of possibilities 



Free Noise 

CCA, Glasgow 

To soundtrack these glorious End Times, an 
Arts Council-backed 1 0-strong collective of 
cacophonous iconoclasts tours the nation's 
swanky venues, legitimising the oppositional. 
C Spencer Yeh is the bewitched high priest 
imminentising tonight's eschaton. His head a 
vitriolic blur, he speaks in rancid subterranean 
tongues, filtered through the mind and 
machinery of John Wiese and reimagined 
into ancient diabolical forms. 

Metalux's MV Carbon saws through the 
bones of her cello, her ecstatic, convulsive 
death-gurgles suspended in Culver's sticky 
web of drones. Evan Parker is a stoic silver bear, 
his eyes closed as he follows the divergent 



currents. His free-flowing sax contributions - an 
entrancing poetic melody here, a dizzying blast 
of free skronk there -are judicious, elegant, 
exhausting. Solid granite slabs of guitar and 
intestine violations from Yellow Swans provide 
visceral punch. Together they explore treacly 
quagmire and thrashyskree, industrial decline 
and gravity-defying thrum. 

With 1 notoriously deafening players 
struggling for air, the potential for a shapeless, 
nihilistic mess was limitless. ..but despite the 
disorienting, abrasive abstraction, the focus 
is not on simple-minded force and brutality, 
but instead on listening, responding, moving 
as one to explore the spaces between 
the players. 

Jazz, in other words. Only nastier. (ME) 



Geographic Day 

CCA, Glasgow 

The intimate spaces within the CCA are ideal 
for a day of music handpicked by the folks 
behind Geographic Records. A late afternoon 
collaboration between The Pastels and 
fellow travel lersTenniscoats is beautiful 
and understated, pushing off from The Last 
Great Wilderness into territories of silence 
and melody. The Pastels, alone in the evening, 
are mesmerising, a little louder, and it never 
hurts to hear those hits. 

A moment: Electrelane play Springsteen's 
'I'm On Fire'. Yeah! 

Unfamiliar as I was with his work, 
Frenchman Pierre Bastien is a revelation, 
Bastien plays with a self-built mechanical 
music box, and it's odd, captivating stuff. 
Think Jean-Claude Vannier slowed to 
a pulse, wild tendencies boiled down to 
singular force. The clank of machinery is 
steady and hypnotic - human. Bursts of 
trumpet allow associations such as Vannier 
and Serge Gainsbourg to lodge themselves 
in the mind's eye. And you realise you were 
lost, but not unpleasantly so. (SG) 
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ATP's secret weapon 
has always been about 
awkward juxtaposition 




authentic celestial music 

Words: Kieron Gillen 

Bill Callahan photography: Greg Neate 

All Tomorrow's Parties 

Butlins, Minehead 

Ah, ATP. A-to-the-T-to-the-motherfucking-P. 
Curated with impeccable taste by Dirty 
Three, it's a bill which leave everyone satis... 
actually, no, it didn't. Exactly why is elusive. 
There are great bands, who did exactly as 
expected. Why the shrug? 

Which is the key problem: the excess of 
the expected. Many great artists, a good 
chunk of whom have either appeared already 
or wouldn't be out of place on the cover of 
this organ, and most of them demonstrate 
why. But it's just... them. No one redefines 
themselves in my expectations, all comfortably 
within their comfort zones and ours. 

I mean, Silver Mt Zion make a glorious 
noise haunted by angels. Low manage to be 
poignant, making their spartan equipment 
sound huge. Bill Callahan is funny and sad 
and wise. Joanna Newsom manages the 
impossible by being elfy-welf-elf, yet still 
brilliant. I mean, obviously. They're Silver 
Mount Zion, Low, Bill Callahan and Joanna 
Newsom. That's what they do. 

Even the initial (and, since he's headlining 
both nights, the second) appearance of 
Grinderman doesn't challenge, appearing 
in a bifurcated Cave set. First half is slightly 
tenderised versions of Bad Seeds classics, to 
create sufficient distance between the Bad 



Seeds and the sleazy bonhomie of 
Grinderman. ..but, fun as this is, Grinderman 
are old friends opening beers and kicking 
back. This is not The New. 

But something else is amiss. 

I bump into Miss AMP, who tells me that 
there's not enough things that BLEEP! She's 
not wrong. The bigger acts are ones you 
can listen to on a sofa. The lower bill is filled 
of (quasi) instrumental solo artists or four- 
square southern-hemisphere rock. There 
was stuff I could have danced to. There was 
nothing \ had to. 

I bump into Ste Curran, from reality- 
trolling website The Triforce, who tells me 
that he feels entirely the opposite about Dirty 
Three's Warren Ellis as he does about comic 
book ex-enfant terrible Warren Ellis. While 
everything comic Ellis has said online which 
he's read he agrees with, he can't stand his 
work. Conversely, when Dirty Three Ellis 
touches his violin, purple-prose metaphors 
emerge dripping into the air. When he opens 
his lips, you cringe. Which is true, but only 
a temporarily abrasive. 

I bump into some bloke from The Wire 
who agrees with me when I say that during 
the first day there was all the quality, but 
nothing to make you feel genuinely glad 
to bealiveto hearthis fucking noise. With 
one exception -Yugoslavian violinist Felix 
Lajko gives a performance of such power 
that the wave of applause almost drowns him. 

It's when I walk down the beach and bump 
into the sea it hits me. ATP's secret weapon has 



always been about awkward juxtaposition 
between vaguely countercultural acts 
and a venue which speaks of the ancient 
traditions of the British working-class holiday: 
alt-dimension fantasies where, yes, Yann 
Tiersen does his spellbinding soundtrack 
thing or Suicide's Alan Vega does his old- 
bloke shouting agit-prop over beats thing 
before a family audience. Weirdly, the latter 
comes close to actualising it: Vega drags his 
kid on stage for shared embarrassment, and 
one of the Butlins staff behind the bar, when 
serving me, is heard to say, "I quite like this 
one actually". 

The problem is, at Minehead instead 
of Camber Sands, it's not quite as pleasantly 
strange anymore. The first ATP here was 
plagued with enormous queues, seemingly 
based around no one comparing the number 
of people on the camp to the size of the main 
venue. It's solved this time by erecting a main 
stage and demoting the other to a secondary 
one. So now there's an enormous tent over 
the centre complex with a large, festival-sized 
stage in it. ..and seeing that standard icon of 
summer mass-music gatherings is the new 
strange thing, and not pleasant strange. 
In her editorial last issue, Frances Morgan 
noted that festivals have "got loads better 
since ATP upped the ante in the late Nineth 
As usual, right. ATP redefined what a festival 
could be. Now, as it's grown so big, it's 
abdicated that role. 

This ATP was worth being at. It was fun to 
do. But it was just a festival. 



Plastic Little 

Plastic People, London 



Plastic Little are that kind of hip hop most 
hated by white indie boys who are 'really' 
into 'real' hip hop, eg, they are hip hop that 
hipsters like. Luckily I am not a white indie 
boy, so I am allowed to like them, without 
guilt. Phew. Sometimes it's good to be a girl. 



Plastic Little weave their songs around 
remakes of things like 'Close To Me' by The 
Cure, turning it from a suffocating wardrobe 
panic attack into a brilliant ode to some 
awesomely hot sex enjoyed by rapper Pack 
0' Rats and some girl who is, apparently, 
"Just another Philly slut/Pabst in her cup/ 
Bitch don 't amount to much ", etc etc, ad 



infinitum. Plastic Little's attitude to women 
is pretty vile, but hopefully we have reached 
the level of intellectual sophistication where 
hearing rappers espouse misogynistic 
attitudes does not warp our minds so much 
we just gotta go out and ass-rape a slut in 
the butt till she does the Philly strut. (I have, 
anyway: I haven't ass-raped a slut in weeks.) 



On record, Plastic Little wind streams 
of Smiths songs through their hip hop, and 
tonight even tantalise us with the whistling 
from 'Young Folks', before launching into a 
triumpant rendition of '1 -800-Grustling' that 
ends up with Pack O'Rats pretending to fuck 
the Mexican donkey that one of the Queens 
Of Noize keeps thrusting at his groin. 
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I've just realised I haven't reviewed the 
live show very much, but as they basically 
just rapped over some backing tracks, I think 
you can imagine how it went down. 
Miss AMP 



Seasick Steve 

Borderline, London 



"Not bad for an old man, eh?" he croaks. He 
looks like he's made of American redwood, 
with hard bitten baby blue eyes like an 
astronaut, a beard dredged from the bottom 
of the Atlantic, tattoos on those great tree 
trunk arms, exposed by his wife-beater and 
dungarees. He's played with Modest Mouse, 
though he's easily twice Isaac Brock's age. 

It's a low, wise talking blues Steve plays, 
lean lone licks ringing out, guitar strings 
yelping as his metal slide presses down on 
'em. He's not the only one talking tonight, 
and he stops the show for a moment to listen 
to the wankers babbling at the bar, seemingly 
shook. Maybe they didn't talk all those years 
he spent as a hobo, travelling America with 
his guitar. Awesome songs like 'Dog House 
Boogie' and 'Save Me', ancient and 
sepulchral and electrifying, suggest the 
wankers should shut the fuck up and listen. 
Stevie Chick 



The Field/Tobias Thomas 

Plastic People, London 



There are some things I never want to see 
in clubs, and one of them is a semicircle of 
people staring at a man on a laptop and not 
dancing. This isn't dance music, of course, it's 
The Field, whose shoegazey ambient stuff is 
dreamy and perfect to listen to on your bed 
in a semi-conscious state - but not on a 
dancefloor. His occasional Todd Edwards-y 
moments offer frustrating windows of 
perkiness;The Field could do with more of 
these to offset all the monged-out MBV 
trance.This is the first of what will hopefully 
be a regular Kompakt night, in collaboration 
with the Allez-Allez DJs. DJing either side 
of The Field isTobiasThomas; his first set 
is dicky and unengaging, but the second 
is truly awesome, packed with dancefloor 
goodies like Carl Craig's Faze Action 
reworking and the bouncy, crunchy Westbam 
mix of the Pet Shop Boys' 'London'. 
Robin Wilks 



Spanish dancing 

Plan B has two pairs of tickets 
(worth over £200!) to give 
away to the 13th Festival 
Internacional de Benicassim, 
which takes place from 1 9 
to 22 July. With a line-up 
including recent Plan B cover 
stars CSS and Herman Dune, 
plus the likes of The Stooges, 
Camera Obscura, Wilco, Two 
Lone Swordsmen, Antony 
And The Johnsons, Vitalic, 
Dinosaur Jr, Ellen Allien, 
Animal Collective and Bright 
Eyes, FIB is set to be another 
exhausting but energising 
four days in the Spanish 
sunshine. 

To enter, email the name 
of Herman Dune's recent new 
album plus your contact details 
to info@planbmag.com by 
18June. 



the concretes 

Orchestral Swedish seven-piece return to 
the UK to tour sparkling new pop album, 
Hey Trouble. 

Birmingham Academy 2 (June 5) f 
London Luminaire (6) f Nottingham 
Rescue Rooms (7) f Leeds Cockpit 
(8), Bristol Thekla (9), Newcastle 
Academy 2 (10), Glasgow King 
Tuts (11) 

homef ires on tour 

Fridge man Adem's London folk fest packs 
its knapsack and hitches off around the 
UK. Bunched up in this particular hankie 
is Nina Nastasia and Jim White, Richard 
Swift and The Elysian Quartet. 
Bristol Fleece (June 7), Cardiff Point 
(8), Birmingham Mac Arena (9), 
Brighton St Georges Church (10), 
Norwich Arts Centre (11), Reading 
Concert Hall (12), Exeter Phoenix 
(13) 

gringo records 10th 
anniversary spectacular 

Don't they grow up fast? Nottingham 
experimental rock label moves out 
of short trousers with a 1 0th Birthday 
bash featuring Part Chimp, Bilge Pump, 
Lords, The Unit Ama, Souvaris, Sailors, 
Reynolds, Hirameka Hi-Fi, Hey Colossus 
and more. 

Nottingham The Art Organisation 
(June 9) 



on tour: 
ted leo and 
the pharmacists 

Interview: Louis Pattison 
Photoqtaphy: Shawn Brackbill 



What's the first thing you do when 
you arrive in a new city? 

" Usually, our timing is such that we 
have to go straight to the club to load in 
and soundcheck. Because of that, the 
first thing you do is seek out the ladies' 
room, because you can be assured that 
a) there will be doors on the stalls, 
b)itwill be generally cleaner and more 
accommodating than any mens' room 
anywhere, and c) there will be many less 
drawings of cocks than on the walls of 
any mens' room anywhere. 

"Of course, if you're playing a squat in 
Italy, then you're squatting either way, so 
it doesn't really matter if you chose the 



theclipse 

Wampwamp! Muchly praised Virginia 
hip-hop twosome bring the critical beats 
of Hell Hath No Furyto UK shores. 
Dublin Vicar Street (June 1 3) f 
Nottingham Rescue Rooms (15), 
Bristol The Thekla (20) f London 
Shepherds Bush Empire (21), 
Cambridge Junction (23) 

dizzee rascal 

The baddest boy in Bow, back with 
new album Maths + English, a Dirtee 
Stank support bill that involves Newham 
Generals and DJ Tubby, and very probably 
a new selection of blunt weaponry. Wildly 
speculate about Lily Allen turning up at 
the following shows. 
London Koko (June 14), Cambridge 
Junction (21), Brighton Concorde 2 
(22) 

jarvis cocker's meltdown 

Is it me or is Jarvis Cocker slowly turning 
into Michael Foot? Ex-Pulp man plays 
artistic direction for the South Bank 
Centre's annual Meltdown festival. 
Shows from Motorhead, Selfish Cunt, 
Devo, John Barry and the London 
Philharmonic, the Mary Chain, Gonzales, 
Mocky, Sunn 0))), Iggy and The Stooges 
and Lost Ladies Of Folk featuring Bonnie 
Dobson, Wendy Flower and Susan Christie. 
London South Bank Centre (June 
16-23) 



devo 

Ohio weirdos bust out the tin-foil and 
flowerpot hats and whip it across the 
UK for the first time in 15 years. Q) Are 
we not pleased? A) We are indeed. Of 
particular note is the show on June 1 9 
at Jarvis Cocker's Meltdown, with 
support from excellent Japanese 
mentalist DJ Scotch Egg's percussion 
ensemble Drumize. 

Brighton Dome (June 18), London 
Royal Festival Hall (June 19), Dublin 
Vicar Street (June 21), Birmingham 
Symphony Hall (June 22), Glasgow 
Academy (24), London Shepherd's 
Bush Empire (26) 

beirut 

Ersatzo-Balkan US indie wunderkind 
Zach Condon hits the UK for a Glastobury 
performance - Jazz World Stage, no less 
- plus a show in the Smoke. 
Glastonbury Festival (June 23), 
London Koko (26) 

the blood brothers 

The sound an emo kid makes with 
a belly full of buckshot. TightT-shirt 
Seattleites rock the fuck out at the 
following venues. 
Brighton Audio (June 30), 
Nottingham Rock City (July 1), 
Exeter Cavern (2), London ULU (3), 
Liverpool Barfly (4), Newcastle 
Academy 2 (6) 




What's the best thing about 
being away from home? What's 
the worst? 

"The best thing about being away 
from home is being somewhere else - 
travelling -seeing the world. The worst 
thing about being away from home is not 
having the 'Best Values Under $1 5' wine 
rack at my local liquor store." 

Where would you most like to play 
that you haven't so far? 

I'd love to go to New Zealand sometime 
soon. I've gotten a few emails about the 
possibility of playing in China, which 
would obviously be quite an experience. 
I've yet to get right below us down to 



Mexico - and I think that's an important 



But wouldn't it be amazing to be able to 



to The Ex and find out how they do it. 



round the UK in support of new LP Living 
With The Living. 

Dublin Crawdaddy (June 26), 
Galway Roisin Dubh (28), Belfast 
Laverys Bunker (29), Glasgow King 
Tuts (30), Leeds Cockpit (July 1), 
Nottingham The Maze (2), Bristol 
Thekla (3), Newcastle Cumberland 
Arms (4), Brighton Pressure Point 
(5), London Borderline (6) 
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FRIDAY 1 3m, SflTURMY 14m & SUNDAY 15th JULY 

HENHAM PARK, SOUTHWOLD, SUNRISE COAST, SUFFOLK 



k damien thegoorthebad arcaoi L 

l rice & THE QUEEN FIRE I 

W I LCO ^// JA1TIS ItllD 

The Magic Numbers Glap Your Hands Say YeaH The Rapture 

Midlake * The Hold Steady * Rodrigo y Gabriela * Gotan Project * Gold War Kids 

Patrick Wolf * Turin Brakes * Soulsavers * Albert Hammond Jr * RlGkie Lee Jones * Grufl Rnys * Tlnariwen * Scott Matthews * me Dears 

Gake * Bat For Lashes * The National * New Young Pony Glub * I'm From Barcelona * Howling Bells * Final Fantasg * Simple Kid * Euros Ghllds 

Aqualung * Joan fls Policewoman * Gamera Obscura * Seasick Steve * Two Gallants * Herman Dune * Andrew Bird * Alberta Gross 

Emmy The Great * The Lea Shores * Hot Glub de Paris * Annuals * flu Revoir Simone * The Kissaway Trail * The Rushes * The Hoosiers * Maps * Gherry Ghost 

Tom Baxter * Ruari Joseph * How I Became The Bomb * Pete & The Pirates * Make Model * Hello Saferlde * Sonic Hearts * Julian Velard 

The Strange Death ol Liberal England * Passengers * Wild Beasts * Stephanie Dosen * Ra Ra Riot * Terra Naomi * Jeremy Warmsley 

-€. -a- 

COMEDY ABENA 

Bill Bailey * Dylan Moran * fllan Garr * Stewart Lee * Mark Steel * Lee Mack 

Ptiill Jupitus & Friends * Jeremy Hardy * Russell Howard * Jason Manford * Brendon Burns * Mike Wllmot 
The Early Edition with Marcus BrigstOGke, flndre Vincent & very special guests * Russell Kane * Michael Mclntyre * flndy Robinson 



LITERARY ARENA 



POETRY ARENA 



Robin mee's Book Glub * Vox 'N' Roll Roger MGGough * John Hegley* * Lenin Sissay * Simon flrmitage 

Louis De Bernieres & The Ilonious Flayers * Book Slam Murray Lachlan Young * Luke Wright * flisle 1 6 * Grisis * Polar Bear * ScrooDius Pip 
'Perverted By Language' readings * Horror Fiction Hall Hour Rachel Pantechnicon * Francesca Beard * John Berkavitch * Inua Ellams * Byron Vincent 



MUSIC AND FILM ARENA 



BflFTfl FillUS & TalKS * Halloween Film Glub * Lautrec * Future Ginema with Perico, Little Boat & Kora * The Last Tuesday Society 
Mark Lamarr Presents: The Beat * Alabama 3 * The Broken Family Band * Edgar Jones & The Joneses * Little George Suerel 



THEATRE ARENA 



DJs 



ROYAL COURT THEATRE 

nabokov * Faines Plough * The Bush Theatre 
-€. 



Guilty 
Pleasures 



IN THE WOODS ARENA 

ROD 

Da Bank 



CABARET ARENA 



ThePuppini Sisters 

Moulin Rouge Gabaret * Gawkagogo Freakshow 
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PLUS MANY MORE flGTS AGROSS 1 ARENAS 



"ONE DAY, ALL FESTIVALS 
WILL BE LIKE THIS" 

INDEPENDENT ON SUNDAY 



1 . 



-M 



WEEKEND CAMPING TICKETS AND LUXURY CAMPING PACKAGES AVAILABLE FROM: 

0870 060 3775 LATITUDEFESTIVAL.CO.UK * SEETICKETS.COM 



TICKETS ALSO AVAILABLE AT SELECTED HMV STORES 
FREE ADMISSION TO CHILDREN UNDER 13 ACCOMPANIED BY AN ADULT 

PLEASE VISIT THE WEBSITE FOR MORE DETAILS AND THE LATEST LINE UP NEWS 



UNCUT 



• fl FESTIVAL FOR THE PERFORMING ARTS SET IN BEAUTIFUL GOUNTRYSIDE ON THE SUNRISE GOflST 



".■'■' ' * INFO LINE: 020 8963 0940 MON-'FRt Ifoui ■ ^'(k&tiQ&J&M'tiii'iMS wi^&ai/i&^^C&^te. *TlttJft5tifiir OnIy' ■ ■ 



The 




_ The Felt Tips 

Santa Dog 

The Orchids Countr y sidi 

MJ Hibbett & The Validators 



The Chemistry Experiment^ Wander | U si 



Horowit 



Pete Green 

Cats On Fire 

The Electric Pop Group 



ees 



w 



The Parallelograms 



I 



rJM B f B mj an indiepop festival 



ake The Presi 



Wintergreen 

The Indelicates 



& more acts to be 
announced! 




MlHlRli 



id Railway Butterley, Ripley, Derbyshire 

28th & 29th July 2007 



it: 



unlimited steam train ride 
tickets: tel 01 773 747674 (9am - 5pm 7 days, only £2 booking fee) or Ticketweb 
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day tripper 



Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Kai Wong 





The White Stripes 

Icky Thump (XL) 

Saw a video recently, Inside/Out. Documentation 
of the Athens, Georgia scene from the mid-Eighties, 
starring REM, The B-52's, a totally on-fire (forgotten 
no wave band) Pylon, and Flat Duo Jets, among 
lesser lights. Nice snapshot of a small town scene. 
Musicians with a belly full of fire and pretension; 
but it was the final band I was most interested in. 
Damn, Flat Duo Jets stung ! A two-piece rooted 
in the venom of Gene Vincent and deranged 
Americana of local preachers; all vigour and 
amphetamine attitude and humour. Jesus: it 
was hard to take the notion of The White Stripes 
seriously for a few days after seeing that - kind 
of like listening to second album-era Blur and 
The Kinks back to back, or Oasis and The Beatles' 
Revolver. Jack's managed to squeeze five - no, wait, 
six -albums out, following some of the directions 
Flat Duo Jets pointed out to their conclusions: but 
he solos the same as FDJ singer Dexter Romweber, 
waggles his leg the same, Meg even thumps the 
drums in a similar (baby Bonham) way. 

So why did The White Stripes hit it big, and not 
Flat Duo Jets? Is timing, image so important? Both 
great bands, but there's only one two-page lead this 



blistering trumpet courtesy of Mexican virtuoso 
Regulo Aldama. Jack momentarily pretends to be 
in Calexico and wants nothing more than to play 
metal-burnished mariachi, and Icky Thump turns 
into Around The World With The White Stripes 
And Friends. There are bagpipes (Highlands pipe 
major, Jim Drury) on both Meg White's spoken 
vocal outing, the intense hum of 'St Andrew (This 
Battle Is In The Air)', and the mandolin-sweetened 
'Prickly Thorn, But Sweetly Worn', as Jack tips his 
hat to both Irish roots and New Weird Americana, 
and affects an accent clearly influenced by his 
experiences acting in US civil war flick Cold 
Mountain. Blimey. It seems like Jack can't decide 
whether he's a poor immigrant boy, a chirpy 
cockney geezer, an Irish (Scots?) blue or the 
blues aficionado of old. 

But after that, things really start to pick up. 
'Little Cream Soda' is awesome: Meg totally on 
top of her game, feeling her way through every 
thunderous drum roll, Jack providing the kind 
of screeched, truncated guitar lead he does so 
brilliantly; mannered, aggressive, a series of barely 
contained detonations that neatly offset his spew 
of words, call and response, "There was a time 
when all I wanted was my/ Ice cream colder, and 



Jack can't decide whether he's a poor 
immigrant boy or a chirpy cockney 
geezer 



issue of Plan B... 

The opening track here, 'Icky Thump', steams 
and shudders like an updated 'Hardest Button 
To Button', referencing white American assholes 
(Jack's mother is of Polish origin); the second song 
'You Don't Know What Love Is (You Just Do As 
You're Told)' swaggers like a stolen Rolling Stones 
lick off De Stijl; the third, '300 MPH Torrential 
Outpour Blues', meanders nowhere but with a 
balls-out guitar in the middle eight, Jack making like 
Kerouac ("And the roads are covered with a million/ 
Tiny molecules/Of cigarette ashes/And the school 
floors are covered/With pieces of pencil erasers 
too"). All fine, but all very Flat Duo Jets. 

The omens aren't good. There's that title, 
a dreadful Americanisation of a crap Northern 
English phrase. There are those publicity photos: 
Jack and Meg pegged out like jovial pearly kings and 
queens of old London town, rather patronising to us 
Brits don't you think? Elsewhere, Jack has been 
talking about how nice it was to record in a 'proper' 
studio (Blackbird in Nashville, TN - home to Dolly 
Parton, Neil Young). Hmm. Nice, huh? 

But halfway through the album, something 
weird happens. A cover of Fifties songwriter Corky 
Robbins' lucid 'Conquest' starts up, with some 



a little cream soda/Oh well, oh well". It's matched 
by 'Rag And Bone', rattled through at jittery hyper- 
speed, the song a traditional blues jam/list song 
("East side/Southwest side/Middle east/Rich house/ 
Dog house/Cat house"), Meg and Jack trading 
badinage -the most light-hearted moment here. 

There is pop a-plenty in the second half: 'I'm 
Slowly Turning Into You' finishes on a 'Hey Jude'- 
style refrain for all the lighters-owning fans; the 
measured, evocative 'A Martyr For My Love For You' 
is a bona fide love song; there's a bottleneck Tampa 
Red-style work out on 'Catch Hell Blues'; and the 
closing 'Effect And Cause' is a classy mid-Seventies 
pop song, rhyming words like "situation", "relation" 
and "concentration". Jack forgets to be cool for 
once, letting rip with his finest Alex Harvey vocal 
performance of the album. 

Reservations about future directions aside, this 
album is fine. I prefer the warm analogue sound 
that producer Liam Watson achieved on 2003's 
Elephant, and that Jim Diamond achieved on the 
debut Stripes album - but it does press all the right 
buttons to button. And it's not The Raconteurs. 

So how much White Stripes does one really 
need? Guess there's always room for one more 
on top. 
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ikea because you do (ouch) 

Words: Lauren Strain 
Illustration: Ryan Peltier 

Taken By Trees 

Open Field (Rough Trade) 
The Concretes 

Hey Trouble (Licking Fingers) 

On the grass, face centimetres from green blades 
and my pen hovering above paper pages, I watch 
friends scatter like pollen spores in checked shirts 
and loafer shoes, fluttering through the library's 
revolving doors and yawned back out with beaten- 
up books piled into cloth bags. Vaguely wondering 
where we'll be in a year; gazing at a press photo 
of Victoria Bergsman's face. When you've spent 
nearly half your life among a clutch of musical 
companions like this gentle-looking sprite, how 
d'you create another beginning when you're used 
to, well, what you're used to? First, try one key of 
an upright piano with shaky hand; second, press 
another, a few tones up. Gain confidence, running 
the tips of your fingers along the suggestion of a 
scale, dancing your hands as shy princesses along 
the edges of broken chords, like sorbet drizzling 
onto ice cream or hundreds and thousands 
snowing down 'til you twirl inside a spray of tiny, 
coloured-sugar particles, smiling at the sky. Collect 
these sounds, call them 'Too Young', and use 
them to bookend an album of bashful songs 
spun from spiders' webs. 

Since leaving the The Concretes, Bergsman 
- under the name Taken By Trees - has recorded 
a bundle of pieces that tremble and swell with both 
a melancholy at the transience of partnerships and 



a newborn, naked enchantment at learning how 
to love again; with baby steps, ballet shoes and 
a heart full of bravery. 'Cedar Trees' has clip-clops 
of warm xylophone and forest choruses of flutes 
like a morning adrift with bluebirds, ribbons and 
ferns. Pretty, f 'sure - but there's nothing cartoon- 
ish or Bambi-land about the world she paints. 
"Can 'tyou see I'm lovesick? Look out, the time 
is nearly daybreak," murmurs 'Lost And Found', 
lyrics of insomnia betraying the pastoral pianos, 
sunned flowers and marimba-like trickles of crystal 
streams. "Sooner or later I'll have to turn the page 
- 1 won 't forget the taste of you, I'll try to carry on, " 
she sings, recognising how those moments of 

These songs are made 
of pencil sketches and 
felt shapes 

tummy-butterflies and nervous affection can 
dissolve as quickly as they materialised. On 
a morning where, before you've had time to give 
in to duvets and sleeping arms, you're dressing 
in cold, crumpled laundry-basket clothes to face 
a working day: cereal, coffee, out of the house. 
The Concretes' Hey Trouble, meanwhile, has 
seascape drums on 'A Whale's Heart' like the 
flumpy thumping of a great white's tail; meadow- 
yellow and grass-green, this is a record as plump 
as bumblebees and lazy boys in shorts doing the 
crossword. From the whistling winds and distorted 
waves beneath replacement frontlady Lisa 
Milberg'svoice-a rooty purr, like vanilla glaciers 
and minkfurs-tothe more sinister minor key slips 



of 'Keep Yours', these songs're made of pencil 
sketches and felt shapes glued to birthday cards. 
Vibraphones wobble as a summer nightfalls like 
a cloak; the undergrowth teams with flugelhorns, 
music boxes, mini Moogs and telephones. 

But while both offerings exhale a very Swedish 
air of pines, white mist and lakes like glass mirrors, 
Hey Trouble is, in places, a little too tea-party twee 
and, in others, loses itself inside distracting, spatial 
atmospheres. Victoria's solo work, meanwhile, 
benefits from its simplistic treatment: buds 
watchfully open into a bright sun, peach-furred 
and tentative; pink, downy noses and brand new 
eyes look vulnerably and hopefully forward. 

Lauren Strain talks to Victoria Bergman 

You say you've always found a comfort in 
nature - how does it figure on this record? 

"The instrumental, 'Open Field', is very nature 
romantic - 1 can see a verdant scenery, to quote 
a line from one of my songs. Things feel more 
dignified surrounded by nature, like cliffs steeping 
down to the sea or having your home surrounded 
by mighty tall trees standing proud. " 
How have you felt artistically since parting 
from The Concretes? 

"Very confused - 1 did not even know if I wanted to 
continue to make music. So much was destroyed. 
Things I had experienced from the music industry 
and seeing how it destroys people, made me so 
disgusted with everything. Gladly, my love for 
music and writing music didn't die for real. It 
tracked me down and stood me up against the 
wall and said loud and clear that there was no 
use in denying my love for it." 



Ton Amos 



American Doll Posse (Epic) 

Bowie had Ziggy Stardust. Eminem had Slim 
Shady. Now, Tori Amos has outdone them 
all in the dissociative stakes with her titular 
posse - the five alter egos she credits for 
her ninth album. Isabel, Santa, Pip, Clyde 
and Tori represent different facets of 



womanhood, have their own wardrobes 
and blogs, will tour alongside Amos, and 
are essentially an excuse for her to dress up 
and lookfabulous in glamorous frocks and 
ugly wigs.AII this is very endearing, but the 
reason you should pay attention to American 
Doll Posse is that, after far too long in the 
MOR wilderness, Tori Amos has rediscovered 



four things. 1 ) Her knack for melody: having 
not written anything approximating to a tune 
in seven years, the rockabilly catchiness of 
'Big Wheel' is a pleasant shock; 2) Her sense 
of rhythm: the album spins, swaggers and 
slinks along irresistible grooves; best of all 
are the heady 4/4 rushes of the gorgeously 
propulsive 'Bouncing Off Clouds' and 



'Beauty Of Speed'; 3) Her ability to unsettle, 
most evident on the apocalyptic, 'Smokey 
Joe', on which she duets with herself as 
unknown threats loom out of the mist; 4) 
Hersenseofhumounchecktheline "lam 
an M. I. LF, don't you forget" and the way she 
sneers the word "cocksure "as only she can. 
Alex Macpherson 
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ALBUM OF THE MONTH 
THE PIGEON 
DETECTIVES 
Wait For Me 

Out 28.05.07 on Dance To The Radio 

The Pigeon Detectives finally 

unleash their debut album. The band 

and their incendiary live show have 

been championed by all quarters. 



69 EYES 
Angels 

Out 25.06.07 on Alberts 

No. 1 selling Finnish Goth kings, 

69 Eyes return with a brand new 

album. With over 200K sales 

world-wide, this album is sure 

to rock up the UK. 



THE ANSWER 
Rise (Special Edition) 

Out 18.06.07 on Alberts 

The Answer re-release their debut 

album with a second brand new 

bonus disc containing 16 tracks, 

with 5 brand new masters, 

live recordings and 
unique acoustic renditions. 



BONDE DO ROLE 

Bonde Do Role 

With Lasers 

Out 04.06.07 on Domino 

This is the soundtrack to 

a John Waters-directed account of 

Kenneth Williams dancing on the 

tables down the Korova Milk Bar; 

your trash party anthems! 



CLINIC 
Funf 

Out 18.06.07 on Domino 

It's fair to say Clinic sound like no 

other band. They describe a twilight 

place, a sinisterly sexy locale, 

with a dark sense of humour... 

A collection of hidden gems, rarities 

and impossible to find tracks. 



KNIVES 

DON'T HAVE 
YOUR BACK 



EMILY HAINES 

&THS SOFT SKELETON 



EMILY HAINES 

Knives Don't Have 

Your Back 

Out 04.06.07 on Drowned In Sound 

The iconic front-woman of Canadian 

sensations Metric releases her 

debut solo album. An intimate and 

subtle collection of mellow, 

piano-driven tunes. 




HEXSTATIC 
When Robots Go Bad 

Out 02.07.07 on Ninja Tune 
The dynamic duo return with their 

finest album yet. Taking their 

electro obsession to even greater 

heights, 'WRGB' finds them mashing 

up sounds and influences in search 

of the ultimate machine groove. 



SONDRE LERCHE 
Phantom Punch 

Out 04.06.07 on Gronland 
Brimming over with unrestrained 
youthful energy, this is a musical 
departure, with a brighter more 
aggressive sound. "Think pop at its 
most non-cynical with a left-field 

twist. A real find." UNCUT 



SINEAD O'CONNOR 
Theology 

Out 25.06.07 on Rubyworks 
The new double album. One disc, 
recorded in Dublin, presents the 
songs in a stripped down acoustic 

format. The other, recorded in 

London, captures the same songs 

in full band electric versions. 
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JON REDFERN 
May Be Some Time 

Out now on Reveal 

'May Be Some Time' has proven to 

be a word of mouth success 

with early support from 

Giles Peterson, Marc Radcliffe, 

Janice Long and Gideon Coe. 

See Jon on tour this summer 







ULRICH SCHNAUSS 
Goodbye 

Out 11.06.07 on Independiente 
How to describe Ulrich Schnauss's 
music? It's like krautrock plunged 

into the celestial raptures of the 
Cocteau Twins or U2, if Brian Eno 

had ousted Bono and 
commandeered the band in 1985. 



SLAM 
Human Response 

Out 25.06.07 on Soma 
'Human Response' injects emotion 

into electronic machine music. 

Their 4th album sees Slam twist the 

techno genre further, to create a 

forward-thinking sound. 

Includes the massive 'Azure'. 



THE STILLS 
Without Feathers 

Out 04.06.07 on Drowned In Sound 

| The follow-up to their much-praised 

debut, 'Without Feathers' finds 

Montreal's finest blasting out 

Springsteen-esque anthems one 

minute and lush, heart-bending 

balladry the next. 



TRABANT 
Emotional 

Out 18.06.07 on Southern Fried 

Iceland's most glamorous 

electropop superstars return 

to the UK in June for an 

emotional month of gigs, 

a brand new single 'The One' 

and a new album 'Emotional'. 






WILEY 
Playtime Is Over 

Out 04.06.07 on Big Dada 
As the driving force behind grime 

and the founder of Roll Deep, 

Wiley has forever changed British 

black music, and with his new 

album he has created a new 

benchmark for the genre. 



E THE FIRST TO HEAR THE BEST INDEPENDENT MUSIC 
AT YOUR LOCAL CWNN STORE 



FOR A FULL SHOP LIST PLEASE LOG ONTO 

WWW.MYSPACE.COM/CHAINWITHN0NAME 
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from a hilltop 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: David Bailey 



Life Without Buildings 

Live At The Annandale Hotel (Gargleblast) 

I'll hold my hands up. Admit itshamefaced. This band 
passed me by. 

It wasn't my fault. The timing was all wrong. They 
recorded their one album (Any Other City) and a handful 
of singles in 2001; split in 2002. Ayear earlier and I'd 
have been all over them in the mainstream press; a year 
later and I'd have insisted on a front cover for Careless 
Talk Costs Lives; man, they fit right in there - female-led, 
melodic, attitudinal, busy but not terse. Yes, they were 
that good, Erase Errata good. 

Details are sketchy - Life Without Buildings formed 
in 1999 at the Glasgow School Of Arts with a teasing, 
childlike English singer skipping her way through a semi- 
sung, semi-spoken stream of words like Claire Grogan 
caught in the post-punk crossfire; they toured UK, Europe 
and Australia; there are numerous references to late 
Seventies bands like Essential Logic, Slits, Delta 5 etal, 
none of whom this abrasive four-piece particularly sound 
like (sure, I'm old, but I know). The music is fine: taut, 
functional, intricately patterned, left-of-centre indie — 
clattering drums, sweeps of circular, chiming guitars 
that often kick into noise overload - but it's singer 
Sue Tompkins' performance that lifts them into the 
realms of the extraordinary: babbling, cajoling, wide- 
eyed, questioning, startled at her own power and 
simultaneously revelling in it, never static, bubbling, 
challenging, painting a torrent of ideas and colours and 
situations. Often, she sounds as if she can barely repress 
her laughter at the crowd's wonder. 



Babbling, cajoling, wide-eyed, 
questioning, startled at her 
own power and revelling in it 



There's a grainy photograph of her on MySpace: 
sweaty, a stray strand of hair plastered across her face, 
captured in the delirium of live performance. It's perfect. 

All of this is gained in retrospect, though - mostly 
through listening to this new release, a retrospective live 
album recorded in Sydney, December 2002. All I knew 
then was one track, The Leanover', a babble of gorgeous 
slipstreamed vocals and Josef K guitars that appeared 
on the exemplary Rough Trade Shops compilation Post 
Punk Vol 1 in 2003. It appears here, eight songs into 
an excellent set; and it's a welcome rush of adrenalin, 
a shock of the familiar juxtaposed among so many genial 
strangers, from the scattergun opening "Iflloseya/lf 
I loseya/lfl loseya. ..ah-ha, ah-ha", guitars a wash of 
sound as beguiling forms take effect in the air, drawn 
from the mesmerising spoken drizzle. 

There are other songs that match it for vivacity and 
imagination: notably 'Young Offenders' with its repeated 
spark of drum-fire; and final number 'New Town' ("This 
is our last song, really, really- 1 was lying before," laughs 
Sue, before adding in wonderment, "This is Australia!"), 
racing round in diminishing circles, early New Order 
fronted by someone brimful of the joy of being alive 
(Neneh Cherry, say). These, and 'Love Trinity', the 
previously unreleased 'Liberty Feelup'; plus 'Juno', 
the overloaded 'Is Is & The IRS', poignant 'Sorrow'... 

Sure, I missed out then. But let's not dwell on my 
oversight. Buy this and enjoy Life Without Buildings now; 
the finest early Noughties band I never wrote about. 



Annuals 



Be He Me (Virgin) 

Annuals make music imbued with youth, 
a quality which permeates Be He Me with 
excitement, exuberance and naivety. Songs 
echo Broken Social Scene, Arcade Fire and 
Animal Collective, crammed with nostalgia 
and blithe changes of direction. But there's 
a magic simplicityto Annuals' psych-folk 
pop.The six of them individually make their 
presence known, as tranquil acoustics 
descend into shouts and yelps, graduated 
screams. The album is awash with warmth 
and chaos, luminous pop that takes on a 
jumble sale approach of throwing everything 
together; shivering baritones, primal drums, 
dulcet moans, rambling ambient chatter, 
church bells and jaunty layers of synth.The 
album is for lazy summer days, when you're 
caught in reminiscence of scraped knees, 
screaming tantrums and waves of slumber. 
Emily Graham 



Avey Tare and Kria Brekken 



Pullhair Rubeye (Paw Tracks) 

So, it's backwards. The entire, eight song, 3 1 
minute album plays completely in reverse. 
That's cool, right? We can handle a little 
reverse listening time thanks to our evolving 
eclecticism, it's no problem. Hell, it doesn't 
even sound so weird: there's an overall light 
and effervescent effect like a shaken-up 
bottle of sparkling water. At times the sound 
recalls the more pastoral side of Fennesz, 
or the pop-glitch of early Oval. 

Unfortunately, the songs themselves 
flutter around the ears with too little weight, 
to the point where you have to accept, yes, 
Pullhair Rubeye is adept at getting into our 
heads, but it has little to do once it's in there. 
You'll probably find yourself wishing that the 
transaction was in reverse. Remmub. 
George Taylor 



Bad Brains 



Build A Nation (Megaforce) 

When exactly did Bad Brains lose it? Some 
time around spring 1982, when they were 
revealed to be not terribly keen on gays and 
women, before getting The Cars' Ric Ocasek 
to produce their second album. Even with 25 
years of water under the bridge, you'd still be 
forgiven for not expecting great things from 
Build A Nation, produced by Beastie Boys' 
Adam Yauch. But you don't lose magic 
completely. There isn't a 'Pay To Cum' or T on 
here, but the all-original lineup lends itself 
to a nostalgia-fest of credible urgency. Their 
reggae excursions fall into the bracket of 'not 
that they do it well, more that they do it at 
all' as they always did, but lollop along nicely 
enough, a hypothetical breather between 
ninja battles of elastic thrash. 
Noel Gardner 



BCCamplight 



Blink Of A Nihilist (One Little Indian) 

Philadelphian multi-instrumentalist Brian 
Christinzio is BC Camplight and his own 
backing band. His music is a bunch of 
pointless adjectives; sunny, bubbly, cheery, 
sweet. I bet he gets called Beach Boys-esque 
a lot. Urgh. On his second album BC pours 
vocal Nesquik over the sort of sorry-for- 
himself piano pleasantness Ben Folds has 
been ruining since he lost his Five. It's all 
nicely arranged, in the way that indie singers 
think qualifies as 'pop' (ie, insubstantial and 
in a major key). It's also dreary and pointless. 
Thorn Gibbs 
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Wt I MegBaird 

fc^fl Dear Companion (Wichita) 

-• M Her voice is stripped bare, shorn of effect; direct, affecting; 
1 untrammelled and free of artifice like Joni Mitchell so it's 
J able to go straight to the heart of the story, the centre of the 
* waltz. "But surely you don't like this," my wife Charlotte 
remarks, stunned by the 'free festival' vibe, its summery sheen. Sure I do: 
I appreciated voices that slightly unsettle and disturb me, voices so pure in 
intent, especially female. I'm a sucker for music that comes unadorned, that 
feels private and personal, intimate. 

Dear Companion is an odd, but certainly not unpleasant, mix of the 
arcane and modern. Half the songs are traditional, while others are drawn 
from recent times, a few from the early Seventies while the US draft was still 
in full effect. Unlike her main band, the Philadelphia sextet Espers, there's no 
psychedelic undercurrent; nothing intrudes, except for a mannered acoustic 
guitar ploughing through arpeggios and a subtle dulcimer drone. So some 
songs are steeped in unnerving Wicker Man/green imagery- the opening 
brace of old folk songs, particularly the Chris Thompson cover, 'River Song', 
and 'The Cruelty Of Barbry Ellen' which (and I hesitate to use the term) 
wassails; and some tread more familiar territory, such as the Jimmy Webb 
cover (drawn from Roberta Flack's styling) and her own tremulous 'Maiden 
And The Moor'. 

My wife refuses to believe me, still. 

What? I'm not allowed to veer from type? 
Everett True 



Black Devil Disco Club 



Black Devil In Dub (Lo) 

Black Devil Disco Club are from Paris. They 
made a silky-smooth, seductive Italodisco 
record in the Seventies before disappearing 
into obscurity. In the early Noughties, they 
were rediscovered and released another 
Italodisco record almost as good as the first 
one. Nowthey have released an album of 
dub versions and uninspiring remixes of 
tracks from their first two records, either 
because a) they want more money to spend 
on their collection of die-cast miniature cars, 
or b) by aimlessly dicking around with the EQ 
filters they want to give listeners at home a 
taste of what it's like to experience hearing 
their music in an overpriced central London 
nightclub where you've had a bit too much 
to drink and a fat sweaty guy is shouting 
in your ear. A truly essential purchase. 
Daniel Trilling 



Black Strobe 



Burn Your Own Church (Playlouder) 

If you can get over the title's motivational 
shout-out to Norwegian black metal, 
embrace your masculine side and admit 
your secret thing for Front 242, there's plenty 
of wrong fun to be had with Black Strobe's 
post-electroclash, post-Ivan Smagghe debut 
album. Reprising the album title in Norsk, 
'Brenna Di Ege Kjerke' takes BM riffing in 
an unlikely direction, up euphoric scales 
via stomping beats and into fists-in-the-air 
peaks and dropouts. The head-squeezing 
one-note synth line that punctuates the track 
is a reminder of Black Strobe's dancefloor 
chops - and, despite this album's rock 



preoccupations, the best tracks here exploit 
the band's skill with hedonistic electronic 
textures alongside the riffage and live drums. 
'Blood Shot Eyes' is thumping industrial 
techno welded together with testosterone 
and girders, running on clockwork and 
crystal meth, as Arnaud Rebotini intones in 
spot-on industrial despair about the clock 
in his brain. Gentler numbers 'Lady' and 
'Girl Next Door' provide the low points, 
along with goth-out 'Crave For Speed'. Once 
the pace slows, it's clear that Black Strobe's 
songwriting isn't on a par with their handling 
of volume, speed and noise, however high- 
gloss the production. Elsewhere, though, 
Paul Epworth's supersize, crunchy recording 
complements Black Strobe's questionable 
but enjoyable update of electronic body 
music like a vest does a nice set of muscles. 
Frances Morgan 



BondeDoRole 



With Lasers (Domino) 

If this review were really to do justice to 

this record's plunderous clusterfuck of 
exclamation marks and text-only smileys 
it would have to be printed in an acid pink 
gothic font, or retro-futurist maraschino. 
Equal parts too cute Latin party/electro 
hip hop beats and oiled macho metal riffs, 
these self-made Baile Funk ambassadors 
have judged their entry perfectly, and it's a 
foregone conclusion they'll have our frost- 
bitten isle locked in their cuddlesome and 
wildly perspiring embrace by midsummer. 
Bonde Do Role are endearingly degenerate, 
and too concerned with making you hot to 
care if you thinkthey're cool, meaning their 
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DangerDoom 

The Mouse And The Mask (Lex) 

Hardly a new invention, that hip 
hop, but most of it that reaches me is 
fucking ridiculous, like the spirit (is he 
dead yet?) of David Coverdale taking 
a shit on a drum machine. White 
people invented sexism and cartoon violence, y'know, it's an 
institution. This album, however is fantastic, funny, intelligent 
and crucially, doesn't overstay it's welcome despite the 
potentially troubling Adult Swim interludes. I fucking love it. 



■ M J 



parties are woozy fleshpots rather than 
hipster stand-offs. Think cartoon skulls, 
thunderbolt confetti, light-fingered ham- 
fisted samples and grabbing yr junk as a 
perfectly legitimate dance manoeuvre. Now 
stop thinking. Thinking cannot save you now. 
kicking_k 



Built To Spill 



You In Reverse (Rykodisc) 

In 1 995, the 1 7-year old me watches Doug 
Martsch's Built To Spill get bottled off the 
stage of Brixton Academy by several 
thousand Foo Fighters fans for whom the 
sight of a cello is some gross affront to The 
GrungeWay (or something). I don't get them 
that night: their presence seems awkward, 
like turning up at a party shaking a bottle of 
meds. But their 1996 album Perfect From 
Now On inhabited a very different universe, 
that brand of traditional American songcraft 
people always call 'blue collar', percolated 
through the introverted indie-rock sensibility 
of Sebadoh, The Replacements and Dinosaur 
Jr. The first BTS album in seven years sees 
Martsch joined by Quasi's Sam Coombes 
on organ and sometime Faust collaborator 
Steve Lobdell on space echo, guitar and 
vibes. Like all that came before, it's toasty 
basement rock songs with a jammy guitar 
technique that makes even short songs 
feel about seven minutes long. And with 
his reedy, eyes-half-shut intensity and 
meandering, woodcutter chops, Martsch is 
the bedsit Neil Young: pioneer of the inner 
world, still hacking away at the emotional 
brush, struggling manfully to write the Great 
American Livejournal. 
Louis Pattison 



Child Abuse 



Child Abuse (Lovepump) 

Unbelievably nasty, feral, churning, atonal, 
jazz-centric blasts of math rock-influenced 
taut, focused noise that sounds like it should 
so totally have been released by Load - 
tumbling, dense, giddy, pulsating, 'other' 
music that doesn't stop for one moment, 
and is only matched in its traumatic effect 
by the truly disturbing front cover image of 
a grotesquely wizened child -that it hurts 
me to even type these words, especially while 
listening to this horrible, nasty implosion 
of sound. Think of... no, wait. Don't. Have 
I mentioned how nasty it sounds yet? 
Everett True 



Colleen 



Les Ondes Silencieuses (Leaf) 

Other sample-based composers might seek 
out fresh sounds with technical wizardry; 
Colleen prefers to do it by rifling through 
the instruments gathering dust in the attic 
of European music. Her 2006 EP Colleen Et 
LesBoitesA Musiquewas composed entirely 
on mechanical music boxes, while Les 
Ondes Silencieuses \s constructed around 
Renaissance instruments: the stringed, 
bowed viola da gamba and the spinet, 
a precursor to the harpsichord. These archaic 
sounds are ordered into sparse, mournful 
meditations, yet the effect is less than 
otherworldly. Get past the strangeness of 
the instrumentation and you're left with 
some very standard indie-rock melodies. 
Only the track 'Sea Of Tranquility' hints at 
more: clarinet and strings conjure up ghosts 
from centuries past, buoyed by scratchy, 
uneasy washes of guitar. 
Daniel Trilling 



Dungen 



Tio Bitar (Subliminal Sounds) 

Vastergotland's Dungen are both scenic and 
difficult. As subdued organs drift in and out 
of a half-sleep, active dreams are filled with 
mordents, trills and stretched strings taking 
tight corners, while moments of slumber 
sigh with dusky flutes and vibrato. There 
are crunchy baritone sounds and the crunk 
of metal, wilfully tangential melodies and 
abstruse bits of Eastern-leaning guitars. 
Although 'Mon Amour' begins with a 
suspiciously straightforward dig and scrape, 
it soon disintegrates into a maze of drums 
holding one-way conversations with 
themselves and Swedes singing in French. 
I think. Lastly, 'En Gang I Ar Kom Det En Tar', 
is a warped snowscape of chords circuiting 
one stuck piano key. Mewing a twisted, 
happy breath, the distant guitar's 
capitulating groan morphs into a spectral, 
happy beam. 
Lauren Strain 

in the studio: dungen 

We listened to: "The first May Blitz album, 
playing air drums to 'Virgin Waters' late at 
night. Assorted tracks that we've got from 
Stefan Kery's Subliminal Sounds label, 
Turkish stuff with Edip Akbayram and Ersen, 
and Les Baxter's 'Caribbean Moonlight'. 
Swedish folk music. Gustav's legendary 
scratch version of Beethoven's 5th. Lots of 
Dungen music, of course." 
We ate: "Swedish soul-food provided from 
Gustav's mother, Anna-Karin. A cranberry 
salad that Reine made. Sandwiches. Lots of 
coffee. Lots of 'people's beer', a Swedish 
lighter version of the older 'mellanor which 
was a bit stronger when you could still buy 
them in a regular food stores. It's 3.5 per cent 
and makes you want to go for a piss every 
15 minutes." 

We watched: " MTV, to keep up with 
the even weirder '"real" world'. We saw 
Headbangers Ball once, which was almost 
funny. Wish YouTube had been available, 
but the Internet didn't work in the woods." 
(Reine Fiske) 



Light AtThe End Of The World (Mute) 

Vince Clarke and Andy Bell have always held 
a soft spot in my heart. Some of their albums 
have been awful, many of their singles have 
been sublime, but they've never faltered from 
themselves. So, admittedly, some of Light At 
The End Of The l/Vor/c/sounds dated, straight 
out the Eighties. . .garishly. But 'Sunday Girl' 
and 'Storm In ATeacup' are emotionally 
soaring masterpieces that would be 
considered heroic reinventions if this were 
Kylie. Erasure must have been in the brains 
of those who manufactured Steps and The 
Vengaboys. In Steps they got it so wrong, but 
The Vengaboys were perfect. I wish they'd 
had the chance to grow up. They'd probably 
have been the next Erasure. 
Jonathan Falcone 



The Field 



From Here We Go Sublime (Kompakt) 

"Have you been hanging around in cool bars 
again?" asked my ale-instead-of-cocktails 
quaffing friend. "Alas, no." I replied. I was 
playing himThe Field, see. It hadn't even 
crossed my mind that this was bar territory, 
for it's beyond that. No beginning, no end, 
it just is. A luscious wedge of synthesised, 
blissed out, glitched up mayhem. Simple it 
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cyborg seductions 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Illustration: Marcus Oakley 



A constant fluctuation from analogue to digital, 
human to machine, party to solitude, pretty to ugly 



Matthew Dear 

Asa Breed (Ghostly International) 

There's this rhythm and it's precise and wobbly, 
like someone tapping their fingers on oxygen 
molecules. Zoom out, and a tribe of desert 
insurrectionaries marches away from you, each 
footstep the growl of sand-ruined guitar. Zoom out 
further, and the desert is a mural on a city wall, and 
you're walking past it, headphones on. Tsss-tsss- 
tsss of hi-hat. "I don 't care about you anymore, " 
the singer intones in a downward scale. It's not a 
lament, a taunt or a boast. It's a statement of fact. 
It /s. He doesn't. Neither do you. It feels good. 

Matthew Dear's 'Tide' was one of my songs of 
2004. 1 loved the clockwork patchwork techno, the 
guitars used as texture instead of rock cliche, the 
little pops and blurps of synth, and Dear's laconic 
voice, similar to the not-quite-sung vocals of Brian 
Eno or Arthur Russell. 'Tide' was from Dear's mini- 
album Backstroke, the follow-up to debut Leave 
Luck To The Stars, both released on Michigan label 
Ghostly International, home to an impressive roster 



of electronic music ranging from hard-edged, 
future-sex techno (like Dear's alter ego, Audion) 
to ambient (the label's Spectral Sound offshoot). 
Ghostly specialises in the intersection of dance 
music and song-based indie, formulating its own 
brand of infectious, spectral techno-with-words. 
This a tricky area, but Matthew Dear's take on 
it is instinctual, dextrous and playful, corralling 
woodblocks and maracas and ring modulators and 
lovesongs and post-punk awkwardness alongside 
the click-clunk of classic techno. 

He takes a simple groove like 'Fleece On Brain', 
and fleshes it out with backwards snippets of 
female voice, a trembling guitar and a warm synth, 
but when the song ends it's with the feeling of 
a scrappy live jam: a tambourine, a handclap, 
a slither down the guitar fretboard. The way Dear 
manipulates sound, it's always disorientating - 
a constant fluctuation from analogue to digital, 
human to machine, party to solitude, pretty to ugly. 

Pretty outweighs ugly on Asa Breed, with the 
blissful, sparky 'Elementary Lovers' shimmering like 



a butterfly house in a heat haze, and the spaced- 
out New Order lament of 'Death To Feelers', 
on which analogue kitten sounds surround a 
lachrymose vocal. 'Pom Pom' is a big gay bouncy 
castle of a track ("I got to figure out love!"), while 
'Deserter' is the melancholy song that LCD 
Soundsystem's 'Someone Great' could have been. 

But it's not all candyfloss and teardrops: Dear 
makes sure to supply some creeping, tranquilised 
menace on 'Will Gravity Win Tonight?' - a brilliant, 
detuned shiver of a song with beats like worry- 
beads - and the delightfully nasty funk and squelch 
of 'Don And Sherri'. 

Dear's forays away from dance-based music 
(the woozy 'Give Me More', the clanking folk-hop 
of 'Midnight Lovers') demonstrate that typical 
Ghostly eclecticism, but they feel uncomfortably 
bucolic alongside the urbanity- and urban-ness 
- of the Matthew Dear who brings the city to life 
with such tickly grace and pulsing possibility. One 
hopes his dalliance with such dark-hearted back 
porch blues romanticism is a brief one. 



is too, using repetitions and singular noises 
as vocals. It sounds effortless and easy. 

Conjecture, of course. It probably took 
ages, but reality's irrelevant with sounds 
like these. The Field suck you away from 
life and consume you in their sparseness. 
Background music maybe, but it can totally 
disengage us with our concrete existence 
and open us up to endless fascinations and 
interpretations. 
Tom Howard 



The Focus Group 



We Are All Pan's People (Ghostbox) 

In the minds of school friends Jim Jupp and 
Julian House, a ghost box is a television. Not 
just any television, however.This is a dream 



machine where reality and fantasy merge. 
Armed with this, a fascination for the works 
of Algernon Blackwood and HP Lovecraft, 
and a love of utilitarian Festival of Britain 
style design, they have already established 
a remarkably strong body of work. 

This is the third outing for House's 
mythical gatheringThe Focus Group. It's a 
deliberately fractured release, haunted by 
benign narrators, magickally warped lo-fi 
electronics and an eerie sense of reverie for 
a time not so much lost as half-imagined. 

It's hard to pin down a specific Focus 
Group aesthetic as the album sounds like 
a fleeting journey through time-and the 
minds of many composers. On 'Albion 
Festival Report', crunching electronics 



compete with the pastoral sounds of the 
flute. 'The Other Birds' is pure BBC 
RadiophonicWorkshop, and 'Hob's Rumble' 
would be a welcome addition were it played 
at Prince Prospero's palace in Roger 
Corman's The Masque Of The Red Death. 
Stuart Aitken 



The Sun (Text) 

Fridge always struck me as a macrobiotic, 
organic, grow-your-own-veg sort of band. 
I could picture them grooving around in their 
self-assembled studio, drinking home-made 
carrot juice and listening to Spiritual Unity. 
And that's cool, I can get with that. Six long 
years since 2001 's Happiness, with its bells 



and whistles and flower on the cover, and 
finally up comes The Sun. Kieran,Ademand 
Sam's solo adventures haven't brought much 
newto the table but that's cool, also. This 
is a record to beat drums to, run around on 
the grass with your sandals off and feel the 
summer rays on your face. It's happy just to 
be here. Kieran's squeaky electro side is little 
in evidence, the sound is, yeah, organic, like 
there's growth going on under the surface. 
A couple of tracks, 'Eyelids' and 'Lost Time', 
bring out sudden and surprising bouts of 
Shellac-like stop-start riffing. But then the 
air clears, deep breaths and maybe a bit of 
chanting. This is a record for a nice day and 
I love it. 
Euan Andrews 
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the dark is rising 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Illustration: French 



Doom and gloaming: tracking down the details amid the metal maelstrom 



Neurosis: Given To The Rising (Neurot) 
Mayhem: Ordo Ad Chao (Season Of Mist) 
Torche: Torche (Rock Action) 
Abscess: Horrorhammer (Peaceville) 
Nadja: Touched (Alien8) 

Halfway through the opening track of Neurosis' 
Given To The Rising the procession of riff, drum 
and vocal fall away, leaving guitar and synth to 
wind around other, with the vintage-sinister texture 
of a Goblin soundtrack. It's a short interlude that 
soon crashes back into lyrical, windblown riffing, 
but now it's as if every clean sound has saw-tooth 
edges; as if you can hear a number of inexplicable 
peripheral sounds to each 'real' one. 

I look for this unexpected sonic detail in every 
kind of music, and often find it in metal - maybe 
because the detail feels more hermetic. I like the 
way unexpected texture can be woven into such 
a rule-bound form, losing you in riffs, beats and 
volume while experimental sounds ripple the edges 
all the more for being constrained. 

Many don't consider Neurosis to be a metal 
band anyway, but stylistic caveats aside, ninth 
album Given To The Rising works for me because it 
carries the heft and pace of metal along on a wave 
of sharply psychedelic sonics. It's long enough to 
take in passages of melodic sweetness as well as the 
more immediate storm-cloud riffage, allowing for 
chilling build-ups and outros: 'Water Is Not Enough' 
ends with eerie high-end electronics, closer to Ligeti 
or Berio than any rock formula. 1 1 -minute closer, 
'Origin', leans towards the occult desert-folk of 
Steve Von Till's Harvestman project, its bluesy 
vistas somewhat like Earth's recent country-doom 



direction. Given To The Rising acts as a potent 
combination of experience and experimentation: 
a culmination of sorts, sure, but also a stand-alone 
work of impressive proportions. 

Mayhem's Ordo Ad Chao is ostensibly very 
different: the fourth album in over a decade from 
probably the most notorious Norwegian black metal 
band, a group whose history takes in suicide, 
murder, and a host of distasteful ideas. But its 
approach to sonic experimentation, juxtaposed with 
a deep entrenchment in a style the band themselves 
defined, is not a million miles away from Given To 



It has a lot to do with 
despair and you 
probably don't want 
to know about that 



The Rising. Again, there appears to be not a sound 
that isn't fully intended, and structures of classical 
certainty sit alongside a seething scree of inhuman 
noise - although in Mayhem's case those are 
glimpsed through a maelstrom of psychic 
interference and scuzzy production: a noir-ish tune 
here, a clear, glinting riff there. In Attila Csihar, here 
appearing on his first recording with the band since 
1 994's De Mysteriis Dom Sathanas, Mayhem have 
an vocalist who goes from Albert Kuvezin-style 
throat-singing and full-voiced bellowing to abject 
wails, screams and gibbering sobs. His despairing 
boom on 'Deconsecrated' brings to mind Tilt-era 



Scott Walker, as do the scraping guitar clusters. 
Saying you like black metal because it's 'avant- 
garde' is disingenuous and irritating; it's probably 
almost as lame as liking it because of its Grand 
Guignol aesthetic and True Crime nastiness. 
Sonically, for me it's fairly simple: it's the high-end 
interference, the see-sawing buzzsaw dissonance, 
the angular melodies. Emotionally, I'm still figuring it 
out, but it has a lot to do with despair and you 
probably don't want to know about that. 

For those after something more wholesome, or 
at least fun, Rock Action's remastered release of the 
self-titled 2005 debut by Torche is a bumper dose 
of heavy orange sunshine, all rumbling grooves and 
vocals that spin out from hallucinatory bubblegum 
harmonies into discordant roars. If you're feeling the 
recent No Age album, for example, Torche could be 
a good, heavier companion piece for the summer. 

Meanwhile, death metal veterans Abscess 
continue to knock out energised gore-punk with 
playful aplomb on Horrorhammer (Peaceville). 
Horrorhammer is deceptively skilled in dynamics and 
tension amid the boneyard clatter, and the baying 
outro of 'Poison Messiah' is positively life-affirming. 
It's down to doom duo Nadja soothe the post- 
headbang muscles with Touched. Their second 
release for Alien8 is an exemplary exercise in post- 
Sunn 0))) murk, with added melodic power. Aidan 
Baker and Leah Buckareff surround soporific riffs 
with a tempest of feedback and electronics, 
augmented by soft vocals. This is music with the 
oceanic scope of, say, Jesu or Isis, but with none of 
the sonic arrogance: instead, Touched is suffused 
with innate intimacy, deferring to the vast mystery 
of sound rather than seeking to command it. 
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juvenile detention 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmore 

Dizzee Rascal 

Maths + English (XL) 

So let's just get her out of the way. The Lily Allen 
track, 'Wanna B' is total waste except for pure 
jokes purposes. A take on 'So You Wanna Be 
A Boxer' from Bugsy Malone, it's uncomfortably 
close to Jay-Z's 'Hard Knock Life', features a 
painfully shrill vocal loop and about eight bars of 
rubbish back chat. That the girl who cried at the 
Brit Awards cuz Amy Winehouse was mean to 
herissinging, "Pockets getting bigger/But you 
wouldn 'tpull the trigger if you need to" is hilarious. 
Lily Allen a rapper? Ha fucking ha. 

But Allen's pose is telling. It's only been four 
years since Boy In Da Corner dropped Dizzee's 
ravishing idiosyncracies to the nation's living room 
- those acrobatic leaps of frustrated histrionics, 
bursts of manic japery and chants of voltaic irony, 
all wrapped up in arguably the most suprising 
cadence ever to come out of a British MC's mouth. 
Dizzee stamped on us. Really hard. But acting rude 
and appropriating a LDN verbal became a nation- 



wide posture - hence, the Lily Aliens of this world. 
It's not Dizzee's fault, nor was it him alone. But hot 
air is hot air, however big your ear hoops. 

Dizzee Rascal is a mess of contradictions, then. 
Maths + English is a hybrid of hip hop-related 
styles, it breeds grime tones and timbres with the 
offspring of US, UK and JA genres, fixing them 
up in a characteristic swagger. 'World Outside' 
opens the album with a shimmer of starry twinkles, 
Dizzee sounding like he's floating in space. "It just 

Hot air is hot air, 
however big your 
ear hoops 

ain't quite like it was," he explains, "There's a world 
outside the ends and I want you to see it". By the 
fourth track, I'm absolutely rolling in pleasure. 
'Where's Da G's At' is OutKast-style Southern 
psychedelic gangster stuff with a dirty grime 
bassline, over which Raskitt licks out comments on 
mass 'ghetto' psychosis. Here, the standard 
putdown to posers who pretend to be harder than 
they are gets recontextualised, turned on its head: 
"Get yourself a book andseckle! " 



What else? You'll have heard the first single, 
'Sirens' - a Schoolly D-esque metal riff stomp. 
There's dexterous twists of genre: ragga handclaps 
and hyphy style keys on 'Bubbles', the eerie, off- 
kilter Gravediggaz strings on 'Hard Back' and the 
RZA-meets-the-Plastician 'U Can't Tell Me Nothing', 
the aggy two-step snares of Temptation'. 

There are also some lighter tracks. 'Da Feelin' 
is a Shy FX-produced summertime drum'n'bass 
number, while 'Da Flex' turns up slinky garage 
grooves with another mean bassline. Gathering 
popular 'urban' genres like a multipack is a sure 
guarantee that grime purists are about to start 
snarling 'pop'. But what's perhaps more worrying 
is that, despite the promise of tracks like 'World 
Outside' and 'Paranoid', Dizzee's running out off 
things to say. 

But then there's the notorious 'Pussy 'Ole'. 
Dizzee denies this withering diss-track is about his 
ex-friend, Wiley, but whether that's true or not, the 
fact that Wiley's grassroots-driven, hardcore grime 
album Playtime Is Over, containing 'Letter To 
Dizzee' comes out the same day lends the track the 
frisson of a bitch fight. Maths + English might not 
be Dizzee's greatest album, but it's a fascinating 
story, pumped with rude boy charm. 



Plague Park (Sub Pop) 

If this were 200 years ago and you were 
a member of the downtrodden peasantry 
and then one day you saw a train for the first 
time. . .you'd be pretty overawed. To get a 
feel for Handsome Furs' debut imagine us 
the great unwashed and Plague Parklhe 
steely leviathan thundering past. Singer 
Dan Boekner's supposed to be the straight 
(ie, boring) guy in Wolf Parade, but while 
brother-in-arms Spencer Krug's Sunset 
Rubdown project is an underwhelming Byrne 
homage, Handsome Furs thrum with alien 
energy. Founded on crushing electronic 
loops, huge, pneumatic guitars and welded 
together by Boekner's exhausted venom, 



Plague Park's nonstop mechanistic clangour 
sounds like it's been grinding since the dawn 
of time, nowfinally chugging and thundering 
its way into this godforsaken century. 
When it finally powers down with 
defeated closer 'The Radio's Hot Sun', it's 
a sorrowful moment, a chthonic clockwork 
deity brought to its knees. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Holy Ghost Revival 



Bleeding Light (1965) 

Afterthe initial euphoria of seeing 1965 
release a BillieThe Vision AndThe Dancers 
seven-inch, it looks like the UK label has lost 
its way. The View suck, and you'd be pushed 
to say Holy Ghost Revival don't suck too. On 



the plus side, the singer sounds like Jello 
Biafra and his band like The Auteurs, but 
they only go as far as bad imitations. The 
music pirouettes as pomp'n'roll, as dandy 
eccentricities are rasped and spluttered 
(quite articulately, in truth) all over these 
amateur dramatics. But what's left under the 
stage makeup? Little, sadly. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Jennifer Gentle 



The Midnight Room (Sub Pop) 

Psych's a dirty word to me. It's code for 'lazy', 
'drugs', 'wanky' and 'pointless'. And it's 
associated with everything I've ever read on 
Marco Fasolo's Jennifer Gentle. Either his 
press or my prejudice is wrong. Sure, there's 



indulgence here, and at times it's music with 
an annoying smirk on its face.The point in 
'Electric Princess' which goes "ha ha ha ha " 
made me want to punch the CD. But there 
are also beautifully crafted, catchy songs 
which are about as 'psych' as Kraftwerk. 
Pianos sound like they're being thrown down 
stairs; Fasolo's treated vocals nag at the part 
of your brain that digs Beirut. 

'Twin Ghosts' should be what your body 
hears just before its cremated. It's a painfully 
slow death march on accordion, and at odds 
with the LP's mostly jolly tone. For emotional 
impact Fasolo never gets close to it again but 
he's created a weirdly more-ish album from 
inside his world of echo. 
Thorn Gibbs 
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Cuts and crossfades: taking the journey to the perfect mix CD 



Various: DJ Kicks: Mixed By Hot Chip (! K7) 
Prins Thomas: Cosmo Galactic Prism (Eskimo) 
Various: Sunkissed (Smalltown Supersound) 
Various: This Is Rong Music (Rong Music) 
Loco Dice: Timewarp (Timewarp) 
Radio Slave: Misch Masch (Fine) 
Ellen Allien: Fabric 34 (Fabric) 
Kevin Saunderson: Ekspozicija 07:The Detroit 
Connection (Explicit Musick) 

Mix albums are difficult things to get right. You can 
be the best DJ in the world, driving clubbers into 
a frenzy every night -but when you make a CD, 
you're playing to isolated individuals, very few 
of whom will be dancing, and there's no crowd 
reaction to help direct your set. 

The DJ has to act like a tour guide, plotting the 
entire trip and ensuring it's a worthwhile one; most 
mix albums fail through bad planning, which makes 
them sound aimless. There's no point travelling 
from point A to point X, if the journey itself is boring 
and arduous. 

But worse still is when you don't actually know 
how to get there. Hot Chip's DJ Kicks is a case in 
point; there's a huge amount of great music on it 
(Etta James, Black Devil Disco Club, Audion, Tom 
Ze. . .), but all smushed up together, none of it 
connects, resulting in icky moments like Young 
Leek's rap 'Jiggle It' slapped haphazardly over 
'Bizarre Love Triangle', and a brutal car crash 
involving Joe Jackson and Ray Charles. 

I was expecting a similarly pointless join-the- 
dots exercise from Prins Thomas' Cosmo Galactic 
Prism, which takes in everything from Joe Meek 
to Hawkwind and Carl Craig, dipping into easy 



listening, psychedelia, Italodiscoand minimal. 
Instead, it's wonderful - a well-crafted voyage of 
discovery that proves eclecticism doesn't have to 
sound like you threw your entire record collection in 
a blender, drank the resulting foul mixture and then 
vomited it back up again. 

Thomas and his Norwegian space-disco brethren 
are the focus of Sunkissed, which is named after 
a club in Oslo and mixed by its residents, g-Ha and 
Olanskii. It's fun and distinctive, and the highlights 
arejaw-dropping-like Magnus International's 
blissed-out 'Kosmetisk', and the Mungolian Jet Set 



Eclecticism doesn't 
have to sound like 
you threw your entire 
record collection in 
a blender 



remix of Lindstrom, which sounds like Soft Machine 
sailing through the psych-disco stratosphere. 
Imagine an early-morning version of this sound 
and you basically have This Is Rong Music, a subtle 
disco and house set mixed live by DJ Spun. It sits 
there doing almost nothing, just waiting you snap 
out of a trance and realise how gorgeous it is. 
Perfect for waking up to slowly on a lazy morning. 
I realised I hadn't heard a great minimal mix in 
ages when I listened to Loco Dice's Timewarp -it's 
a reminder of how great that genre can be. The first 
CD bubbles up slowly like a warm bath, then gives 



way to a series of eerie drum-machine tweaks that 
feel like someone tickling your central nervous 
system; and the second is wonderfully dark and 
full of strange, unexpected textures. 

The murkiest side of minimal is represented 
by Radio Slave's Misch Masch, combining his own 
productions and remixes with dark materials like the 
Villalobos remix of Shackleton. I'm sure this would 
be some people's idea of hell, but I love it; and 
when the lush pads ofVince Watson's 'Renaissance' 
arrive at the end, it's like coming out into blinding 
sunshine after a long tunnel ride. 

As a DJ, Ellen Allien has this obsessive way 
with textures and fragments of melody that sends 
shivers down my spine - but her Fabric 34 mix 
isn't up to her usual standards. The shape of it 
feels wrong - like it starts where I wish it would 
end, and vice versa - and I would like to never 
hear Thorn Yorke's voice crop up in a techno set 
again, thanks very much. But the wonderfully 
intricate, dreamy mid-section, woven around 
Cobblestone Jazz's 'India In Me', ensures I'll come 
back to this. 

If you're expecting a worthily plodding deep 
mix from techno pioneer Kevin Saunderson's 
Ekspozicija 07- The Detroit Connection, you'll be 
surprised - it's packed with club bangers like the 
Carl Craig 'Kill 1 00' remix and 'Who's Afraid Of 
Detroit', and he builds a real loved-up atmosphere 
for the hypnotic final section. Saunderson isn't 
afraid to go all over the place genre-wise, but it all 
works together so well - and has a live energy that 
makes it so much more exciting. Here's a journey 
that's as unpredictable as it is well thought-out, 
thrilling and beautifully executed. 
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The gooiest striplight-bright melodies plunged into 
staccato and precise punk rock structure 



Melt-Banana 

Bambi's Dilemma (A-Zap) 

By the time you read this, Tokyo's Melt-Banana will 
have spent the best part of a month on a US arena 
tour, supporting Tool. You might say that this is no 
less than the band deserve for 1 5 years of prolific 
independent creativity, but as it probably involved 
serving as target practice for thousands of sullen 
teens, it's something of a moot point. 

Tool, in fairness, undoubtedly get the same 
thrill from this band as most people -the tech- 
hardcore speedrush and the constant wondering 
whether you're expected to understand what's 
going on. The press release (yeah, I know) devotes 
one side of A4 to a list of 'key words' pertaining to 
the band, which include 'Essential Quirk', 'Dog' 
and 'Swear Boots'. The Japlish-filtered surrealism 
which has fuelled a good couple of hundred Melt- 
Banana songs adds much to their appeal, but still 
comes off as practiced. In the UK, they play to 
crowds several times the size of those back home, 
a country that's not exactly shy of its noisy 
fuckedupness. Maybe Japan has their number? 

Nah, kill that notion: Bambi's Dilemma, their 
sixth studio album, is hysterical and hilarious and 
possessed of unruly animated fury, much like all 
the MxBx (that's what you call Melt-Banana if 
you're down with them, bub) albums before it. 
Few bands in history come off like they've worked 
as hard to display no obvious ancestry at all. Since 
Melt-Banana came into being around 1 992, a 



shower of bands who sort of sound like them have 
appeared. Trying to dredge up anyone from before 
that who combined elements in dimly similar 
quantities is trickier. 

People have said X-Ray Spex, but beyond the 
vocal lineage between Poly Styrene and MxBx's 
Yako, it's tenuous. A bit later, in the early Eighties, 
there were a ton of NYC no wave guys and 
hardcore bands from unlikely lands (Japan, for 
example) who hacked away at the conventions of 
musicianship with blurs of noise and mangled non- 
chords. You get a sense of that throbbing headrush 
quality here, even in something like 'Cracked 
Plaster Cast' with its indie rock refrain ("An earth- 
sized trashcan /Where can I get one?") as it lurches 
into a stuck-stereo drum battery. This is, however, 
music made by very talented people using looping 
guitar pedals and otherthings I don't understand. 
And, as Yako rightly points out, what hell damn 
punk band ever even nodded at orthodoxy while 
pulling half thetricks MxBx do on this album? 

About half of the 1 8 tracks here are designated 
'theremin-core', wherein the band relegate guitars 
and elevate the titular instrument's galactic whine 
to the fore, clashing heads with nutso drum 
patterns cooked up by Dave Witte, former member 
and currently keeping time in Municipal Waste. 
The closing 'Last Target On The Last Day' is perhaps 
the un-Banana-like specimen: giant synth swoops 
and vocoder vox that could both be from the intra 
to some new Daft Punk track, poured into a 



juddering frame that doesn't go anywhere for four 
minutes but sounds great in stasis. 

'Essential Quirk': OK, let's pick that one. 

Noel Gardner talks to Yako 

A lot of this album seems more melodic, 'pop- 
punk', than previously. Was this deliberate? 

"When we make music, we don't think much 
about genre. But around the beginning of the year 
I listened to The Sex Pistols and Buzzcocks a lot, so 
maybe I got some influence getting back again to 
those punk bands. I don't know what you mean 
about 'pop-punk'; I wonder if there are any pop- 
punk bands that play songs which have three 
theremins instead of guitar and bass." 
Why do you tend to write lyrics in English? 
"When I first started a band, I was singing in 
Japanese. After that, I started Melt-Banana and 
my vocal style changed, and I found out that 
English fitted my vocal style more. Language is just 
a choice. If I feel Thai fits what I want to do, I pick 
upThai language. I don't know how to speak Thai 
language, so it won't happen, though." 
Is there a theme across the album? 
"When we make an album, we don't decide on 
a theme or concept. If we make one, we may 
feel uncomfortable and restricted. The title came 
up after we finished the album. A few years ago, 
we were touring in the USA and hit a deer on 
the highway. And after that we have been haunted 
by Bambi." 



Johnny Boy 



Johnny Boy (Johnny Boy) 

I've been waiting three years for a chance to 
write about these. Gonna blow it, no matter 
what. Listen closely: Johnny Boy are a dream 
collision between the early Manics and Saint 
Etienne, writing anti-commercialist Mighty- 
Wah!-esque bedroom symphonies with an 



Sixties Spectorian bent.Their long-delayed 
album's centrepiece is- obviously- 2004's 
'You Are The Generation That Bought More 
Shoes And You Get What You Deserve', 
a song that forced me to make peace with 
the part of me that's forever an indie kid. 

Faults? A tendency towards lyrical 
humourlessness, which the implicit joy of 



the production undercuts. That there isn't 
anything that matches up to 'You Are The 
Generation'. That there only seems to be 
about a dozen people of the surface of the 
planet who gets how good they are. Except 
that one isn't exactly ^e/rfault.Three years 
on from me first falling in love with them, it's 
become clear the title of their defining single 



is almost certainly their epitath.The sense 
of doomed grandeur only elevates them. 
Absolutely; raging against the dying of the 
light, not afraid of the cliches, not afraid of 
everything, this is Number One forever in 
some alt-dimension I'm busily constructing. 
This frequency's my universe. 
Kieron Gillen 
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state of the art is on fire 

Words: Daniel Spicer 

Illustration: Laura Hughes 

Two Bands And A Legend 

Two Bands And A Legend (Smalltown Superjazz) 
Original Silence 

The First Original Silence (Smalltown Superjazz) 

OK, so we're all familiar with the fact that Sixties 
free jazz helped give birth to punk; how the 
unholy trinity of proto-punk avatars - The Velvet 
Underground, MC5 and The Stooges -were 
hooked on Sun Ra, Albert Ayler and Ornette 
Coleman, ending up making their own unruly 
racket in a DIY fan-boy attempt to emulate the 
glorious cacophony of their heroes using axes 
instead of saxes. Now imagine a world where the 
synthesis was complete and explicit, where garage- 
rock wasn't rinsed of its Fire Music inspiration by 
jittery record company execs, where the shriek and 
honk of overblown saxophone became as much a 
part of the rock lexicon as feedback and distortion. 

That's precisely the world inhabited by Two 
Bands And A Legend. Their newalbum is 
an exercise in smiling musical thuggery, an 
opportunity to stomp affectionately on tunes 



Imagine a world garage-rock wasn't rinsed of its 
Fire Music inspiration by record company execs 



by The Sonics, The Cramps and PJ Harvey, carried 
out to the dictates of a Nazi-strict formula: Cato 
Salsa Experience lay down the knuckle-dragging 
riffs, Norse action-man Mats Gustafsson and 
genuine free jazz legend Joe McPhee destroy them 
with vein-busting skronkage and Paal Nilssen-Love 
hooks the whole thing into ecstatic energy-bliss 
with molten white-out freedom drum overload. 
There's so much testosterone flying around, so 
much sweat, spit and big-balled cum in the air 
that you need a shower after listening to just a few 
minutes of this. And if that doesn't sound like the 
sort of party you want to be at, just try not digging 
their defilement of the greatest bone-head riff of 
all time, 'Louie Louie' - an idea so beautiful in its 
dumb simplicity that it mightjust herald the advent 
of world peace. 

So, while we're hypothesising, let's see if we 
can figure out where extreme rock would be today 
in a post-punk, post-everything world that had 
managed to hang onto the joyful excesses of free 
jazz since way back. Well, that's exactly what you 



find in Original Silence -and guess what? -for the 
most part, it's some heavy macho-shit, as you'd 
expect from a noise-improv supergroup that teams 
Gustafsson and Nilssen-Love with Thurston Moore, 
Jim O'Rourke, The Ex's Terrie Ex and Zu bass-player 
Massimo Pupillo. 

This hour-long improvisation is no fey scrape- 
and-whimper affair- it's heavy on the doom, with 
Pupillo's hefty bass and Nilssen-Love's clunking, 
spastic nearly-rhythms fusing together to invent a 
new conception of free metal: monstrous sludge- 
riffs remain just out of reach, surfacing for a 
fleeting moment before sliding back into the ooze. 
When Moore and Ex start firing off barbed guitar- 
pain, with Gustafsson ascending into wails of air- 
raid urgency, the rhythm team crank it up a notch 
and race into a super-tight jerk-stomp like a pissed- 
up Black Flag falling down the stairs. In this red mist 
onslaught of off-kilter Sturm und Drang it's easy 
to overlook the masterful ebb and flow at work. 

Some good news for you. That punk-jazz 
fiction we invented? We're living in it right now. 



Broken Voyage (UpsetThe Rhythm) 

KITn.: the young of any of various fur- 
bearing animals. A host of creatures, winged, 
broken legged, on all fours, inhabits KIT's 
Broken Voyage, channeled through a super- 
cute, distorted female voice. It's ferocious, 
in a furry kind of way. 

KITn. : a case for containing a set of 
articles. The toolkit comprises an eclectic 
mix of noise, sweet space dust explosions, 
thrash-metal rifferama, Japan-esque a-tonal- 
isms and other Zorn-u-like elements. 

KITn. :gear consisting of a set of articles 
or tools for a specified purpose. But where 
Eighties eclecticism served to challenge 
genre boundaries, KIT's approach is a much 



more unified pick 'n' mix, shifting styles 
every 30 seconds with ease - a sewing kit? 

KIT v. : supply with a set of articles or 
tools. Broken Voyage is just one of many 
possible configurations. You have been given 
the tools - consider yourself kitted out. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Mendetz 



Mendetz (Naked Man ) 



Call An Ambulance 



Big City (Naked Man) 

So, this had me interested. Naked Man are 
devoted to bringing the Spanish scene 
to a wider audience. Born - like the best 
things in pop music - of passion and a desire 
to communicate. 



Mendetz are a competent post-Franz 
Ferdinand reprocessed Eighties pop/post- 
rock band. Big City are competent lightly- 
tinged psychedelic pan-Atlantic rock with 
a vein of yearning romanticism which never 
quite sublimates into something definitive; 
a soundtrack to someone else's movie. 

Neither is embarrassing. Neither take 
enough risks to be embarrassing. 
Kieron Gillen 



Messy Marv 



Filmoe Nation Vol 1+2 (SMC) 

You think Dr Dre's the king of the west coast? 
In the eight years since the Dr last blessed us 
with an album Messy Marv's released around 
two dozen CDs: solo shots, collabos and now 



these, two albums designed to showcase 
his hometown. Sure, his style is more gully 
than Dre's been for a long time, down to the 
packaging - Pen & Pixel worthy airbrushed 
shots of Marv, bulletproof vest, shiny chain 
and shinier car. The sound is gutter too, nasty 
dated synths an apt soundtrack for the MCs' 
tales of poverty, hustling and street war. A 
few tracks step sideways into Hyphy (notably 
standout 'Hustle Up' from Vol 2), but most 
keep it strictly gangsta to agreeable effect. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Monotract 



Trueno Oscuro (Load) 

If Friend Opportunity is the record of the 
summer, this is its twisted portrait skulking in 
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burning down the house 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Justice photography: Simon Fernandez 

Justice 

t (Ed Banger/Because Music) 
Simian Mobile Disco 

Attack Decay Sustain Release (Wichita) 

I vaguely remember Simian from the late Nineties. 
They were a four-piece band kind of like The Beta 
Band: 'psychedelic' indie rock with synths and 
electronics that sounded great on paper, and 
overly safe on your stereo. Simian Mobile Disco 
developed as James Ford and Jas Shaw, Simian's 
drummer and electronics guy (and DJ team), 
ditched the songs and focused on catchy, 
postmodern electro-house. On paper, they still 
sound cool: BBC Radiophonic ecstasy music made 
by vintage synth-hounds. But on their debut album 
they again play it safe and tasteful, the promise of 
psychedelic abandon delivered mostly via sonic 
cliches whose effects are mild at best. 

Opener 'Sleep Deprivation' carries a spookily 
ramshackle synth sequence through a Teutonic 
pile-up of keyboard stabs and chugging beats. 
On this, and on 'Wooden', SMD's spangly, breezy 



They sound as if they're playing Jenga 
with blocks of solid, oily noise 



sonics recall Playhouse artists like Losoul and 
Isolee. Overall, the duo's take on Eighties acid 
house is both accurate and irreverent. It's just all 
those vocals, all that "I'm a hustler", "I get it, I got 
it, I know it's good" stuff ', all those signifiersof 
retro, macho cool: they take up excess space like a 
man on the tube sitting with his legs too far apart, 
and in the process derail SMD's clever synthplay. 
Justice, in contrast, never let anything get in 
the way of a good noise. You might expect their 
first album to feel like SMD's exotic twin town - 
the duos crossed paths via 'We Are Your Friends', 
a remix of Simian's 'Never Be Alone', in 2005 - 
but Justice's brazen way with maximal sound is very 
much their own. There's 'Let There Be Light', with 
its plughole-sucking organ and mean bass; the 
hyperactive collages of 'New Jack' and 'Phantom'; 
the insistent 'Waters Of Nazareth' and 'Stress', a 
schizoid number that breaks down into swooping 
analogue terror. Justice are best when they sound 
as if they're playing Jenga with blocks of solid, oily 



noise, then exploding the resulting tower in a fit 
of pique. Their use of vocals is much funnier, albeit 
in a dead-eyed kinda way - 'The Party' sees sex 
zombie du jour Uffie inviting us to "freaky fight" 
over a keyboard set to a 'science programmes for 
schools' parp: a fashionably grody combination of 
infantilism, nostalgia and sleaze. 

Both SMD and Justice are sonic offspring of the 
late Nineties, the fag-end of a decade that was all 
about retro, lauding anything that reminded men 
in their late twenties of their youth, thus attaching 
'universal' importance to stuff that had no stand- 
alone value other than its presence in said mens' 
memory banks. Maybe my misgivings about these 
records is based on a sneaking feeling that not 
much has changed since then - that late Nineties 
man is still with us. Maybe it's the dawning of 
Gnosis, or the growing suspicion that we are all 
going to hell, but in any case Justice will take your 
mind off it with their buzzsaw basslines, finger- 
banging synths, and big neon cross. 



the attic, eating rats and waiting for night to 
fall. When Opener 'Muddy Thunder' stutters 
into life it's all deviant, chitinous guitars, 
Gatling-gun battering and nihilistic no 
wave grind, with Nancy Garcia's rhythmic 
yelps providing the first of many irresistible 
wrongpop moments. Roger Rimada's rib- 
cracking drums dominate throughout, 
pushed high in the mix. From billowy 
melancholy to intricate dirty prog, pox-ridden 
Krautrocktoanthemic dissonance, Trueno 
Oscuro is a bewildering, fractured noise rock 
jumble sale whose brilliance lies in making 
its free-range spontaneity sound like 
obsessively detailed composition. Or 
perhaps the other way round. 
Matt Evans 



The Narrator 



All That To The Wall (Flameshovel) 

It's pretty deadly, this. Screamy indie boy 
American rock music that, for once, won't 
see you rocket launching your fists in the 
direction of the nearest funny-fringed 
MySpace child. See, The Narrator are actually 
fun and it's infectious. Songs hurtle by, each 
one riddled with gorgeous melodies and an 
ample clutch of clever bits vying for your 
earspace. Best of all, when they do rock 
out, it's not out of any obligation to have 
an angsty and shouty 'loud bit', rather you 
get a sense that they've come up with some 
great part and will burst wide open if they 
don't get play it with as much giddiness as 
possible.This one is going to own the 



summer around these parts. And seemingly 
there's a dollop of Lindsey Buckingham 
involved somehow- with such great hair 
how can it fail? 
The Corpo 



No Age 



Weirdo Rippers (Fatcat) 

If you ever formed a band during the early 
years of puberty, you may remember the 
vicious excitement of crowding around 
a cassette player for the first playback of your 
newest one-take stab at genius. That fuzzy 
sound of sonic imperfection will warm you 
forever. No Age drive the beloved aesthetic 
into diverse brilliance: your first band to the 
power of infinity. Weirdo Rippersw'mds its 



way through dense feedback, distortion 
ebbing and flowing, blissful lo-fi pop 
surfacing like recurring memories. 

No Age formed out of Wives and this is 
their first full-length, actually compiled from 
the five EPs recently released simultaneously 
on five separate labels. Highlights have been 
stitched together seamlessly, so curiously 
coherent it's surprising they were ever apart. 
It shifts on the slightest whim, punctuated 
with bursts of fuzzed-out joy. 

" How can something so rooted in 
unpredictability be so carelessly intuitive?" 
Ithink. "It almost feels as though I'm making 
it up as I listen," I think. 

They will win you over just as easily. 
Dr Swan 
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Opsvik And Jennings 



Commuter Anthems (Rune Grammofon) 

Music can act like an audio photograph, 
recalling fond but oft forgotten memories. 
Between 1996 and 1998, great albums were 
being made by Tortoise {Millions Now Living 
Will Never Die), Gastr Del Sol (Camofleur), 
Bundy K Brown {Directions In Music) and 
Matmos ( The West). These are the albums my 
brother and I used to play sitting outside in 
the garden on long summer days, the music 
pouring out of the rear bedroom window. 
Commuter Anthemslakes those cherished 
sounds and distils them into perfectly formed 
instalments. Traditional elements (lap steel, 
banjo, guitars) are juxtaposed with non- 
organic gurgles and software ticks to conjure 
effervescent blooms that blossom in full 
vibrant colour. For some this may be too 
cloying, but when Opsvik kicks it with the 
big bass drum on 'The Pendler' all objectivity 
disappears. It's backto the summer of '96 
and everything is right with the world. 
Spencer Grady 



Joell Ortiz 



The Brick (Bodega Chronicles) (Koch) 

Right now, Joell Ortiz has a lot of character. 
He's the fat Puerto Rican dude from 
Brooklyn, living with his mum, just short of 
being a tramp, way too talented but will he 
ever amount to anything? Uhhh... not while 
he's this honest, cadging a smoke from his 
mates in the park, taking beers on tick from 
his corner store then bragging about it. 
Makes amazing records, of course, love 
letters to Brooklyn (uh . . . 'Brooklyn'), protest 
music ('Modern Day Slavery', with Immortal 
Technique), grimey party music ('Hip Hop'). 
But maybe that's about to change. Dude's 
been signed to Aftermath, he's giving 
interviews about going on a diet. Maybe 
wise when y'see what happened to Big Pun, 
but it's hard not to worry how much of that 
character'll survive the good Dr's assembly 
line. Buy now before he's assimilated. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Pagoda 



Pagoda (Ecstatic Peace) 

Pick your particular generational rosette - 
baggy, grunge, Britpop etc -and now empty 
out all the mental clutter associated with 
it, a rite of passage attachment that 
originally made you nail your colours to the 
mast. If like me, Nirvana blowtorched your 
eyelids open, then this Pagoda album may be 
a difficult and trying listen. Fronted by actor 
Michael Pitt, who played a Kurt Cobain-alike 
in Gus Van Sant's Last Days, this debut owes 
plenty to his hero worship of the Seattle icon. 

For much of the album, it's a battle to 
follow Pagoda's ley lines without continually 
recalling their obvious debt. Fortunately, 
both 'Fetus' and 'Sadartha' tingle with 
melancholy thanks to the presence of 
cellist Indigo Ruth-Davis, and it's this secret 
weapon that will be their saving grace. 
Lianne Steinberg 



Powerhouse Sound 



Oslo/Chicago: Breaks (Atavistic) 

Chicago sax-slinger Ken Vandermark here 
gets two bands from different continents to 
tackle a selection of balls-to-the-floor power- 
funk monsters, and comes up with a huge, 
sweating mess with all the energy and 
excess of prime Mahavishnu Orchestra. The 
Norwegian band — featuring noisenik Lasse 
Marhaug - makes it a supremely heavy affair, 



sent into frenzied overdrive by drummer 
Paal Nilssen-Love's planet-shaking attack. 
Back home in the Windy City, the Tortoise 
contingent-drummer John Herndon and 
guitarist Jeff Parker -interprets the same 
tunes with a more clinical approach. But if 
Herndon's got his work cut out living up to 
the Oslo meltdown, Parker makes the date 
his own, wringing an astonishing array 
of shapes from his guitar: from scratchy 
Sharrock-showers to waves of noise- 
sculpture and deep-dub vortices. On both 
sets,Vandermark'sskronk-cannonissetto 
'maximum damage.' It's basically a full-on, 
prog-jazz gross-out -and what's not to like 
about that? 
Daniel Spicer 



Pterodactyl 



Pterodactyl (Brah) 

Brooklyn's Pterodactyl are the imagined 
sound of subway trains trimming the stems 
of high-pressure veins, a nervy ending that 
shreds guitar melodies into confetti, and 
rages prettily like a warehouse fire replicated 
in the mirrored surfaces of the skyscrapers 
oppressing it on every side. For a three-piece, 
they make a fully-fleshed fist of tangling in 
each others' neuroses, a multiple pile-up 
of instrumental abuse which complicates, 
multiplies and amplifies their introverted 
violence outward. Concussive, supersour and 
short-lived songs go by tags like 'Polio', 
'Rampage 1 ' and (naturally) 'Rampage 2' as 
if Health And Safety forced them to signpost 
the (many) sharp edges. Recommended for 
those who like to think about pain, a 
shrapnel blast sealed in a vitrine. 
kicking_k 



Mark Ronson 



Version (Columbia) 

An album of cover versions. Apt, since 
Ronson sweats glib karaoke soul such as a 
great performer could transform (the jury is 
still out as to whether Amy Winehouse is one 
such great) but otherwise. . .yeuch. Much 
as Phil Collins failed to channel Earth, Wind 
And Fire on his run of dismal Eighties albums, 
Ronson fails to light off the fire of Motown, 
Kasabian, Scissor Sisters, Ryan Adams... 
whatever he's trying to absorb heat from. Lift 
music.The sound of accepted mediocrity and 
eveything it represents: a failure to engage 
with life, accepting the world as it is, brain 
death. Music for politicians and serial killers. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Sage Francis 



Human The Death Dance (Epitaph) 

Sage Francis wants your attention. He wants 
to hurl his breakneck do-it-yourself wisdom 
from left,then right, then centre. He wants 
you to know it hasn't been easy being Sage 
Francis, being white and in this world. This is 
hip hop, "Stop calling it emo!" he insists. 
Sage Francis is on the defence. Explanation 
and justification reign over every thought. Is 
this the novel or the Cliff Notes? Still, there's 
weight to nearly every detail of Human The 
Death Dance, from the 32-page booklet to 
the dense, near epic production. There's 
weight also to his wit, his intellect, his 
statement. "She dangled that carrot and 
then asked me, 'Wha t would Buko wski do ? '" 
Oh, don't go there. He'd make you his mom 
and then completely lie about it in book later 
on. There is reason to this rhyme, if not quite 
the wisdom Sage might himself believe. 
Dr Swan 



Section 25 



Part-Primitiv(LTM) 

Even during their heyday in the early Eighties, 
Blackpool's finest post-punk act Section 25 
were derided somewhat for their similarities 
to Factory label-mates Joy Division. It would, 
however, be foolish to ignore their 1 984 
single 'Looking From A Hilltop' (produced 
by Bernard Sumner and A Certain Ratio 
drummer Donald Johnson), its brooding, 
epic electro soundscape becoming a huge 
influence for any number of musicians 
dreaming of a techno future. This latest 
release from the reformed group is a curious 
beast - part post-rock, part trance, oddly 
new age. The new Section 25 would probably 
find an appreciative audience atWomad. 
Appropriately the pick of the album is 
'Dream', a haunting, melancholic beauty 
featuring vocalist Jenny Cassidy who died 
during the recording of the album. 
Stuart Aitken 



Silver Daggers 



New High And Ord (Load) 

Sure, we can talk no wave. But this is Load. 
So we can talk no wave (dissonance, scrapes 
of guitar overbite, shards of asexual rhythmic 
splendour a /a James Chance, DNA, blasts 
of feral alto sax) but we should talk no wave 
with attitude. So we're basically talking early 
Dutch noise maestrosThe Ex; and, more 
particularly, their Scots brethren, the spirited, 
trumpet-led, female-blasted Dog-Faced 
Hermans and their squall of deranged, 
antiauthoritarian noise. And this is the sort of 
talk I particularly enjoy: churning, burning. . . 
a seething maelstrom of imagination and 
weird-ass time signatures. Oh, and let's 
mention XBXRX- Californian no dance, 
I believe, is the term. Sweet as the proverbial. 
From LA; with Gary Panter artwork; most 
songs detonate by 90 seconds; rampant fun. 
That's some velvet talking. 
Everett True 



Ghost Of The Bollocks To Come 
(Grandmothers) 

Post-rock? Classic rock. Jazz? Maybe. . . math 
-dunno. Icelandic: certainly. That covers 
maybe 1 per cent of the cornucopia of 
noises on Skatar's terrifyingly brilliant album. 
The first lyric on opener 'Lime Of Love' is 
"Brooaaghhhhhhh! "and you think you're in 
for some doomy scream trip. Then suddenly 
it'sthis relaxed juddering thing which smells 
a bit like Thin Lizzy. This album needs a map. 
During the languorous opening to '5:45 
Reykjavik', I'm thinking 'stoner', but then the 
band kick into gear and switch up to pointy 
double-speed. Expansive and wonderfully 
ambitious, but they know just when to rein 
it in. Every new section in each song delivers 
something to smile at. Pitter-patter drum 
flurries, naff keyboard sounds, mid-verse 
language changes, some quick handclaps 
hidden in the mix. Oh Christ, now I'm playing 
air guitar. Look what you've done, Skatar. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Soft Hearted Scientists 



Take Time To Wonder In A Whirling 
World (My KungFu) 

Imagine if your dad and his mates grew up in 
a small village in south Wales and, fuelled by 
magic mushrooms, real ale and very strong 
cheese, painstakingly crafted a fantastical 
song cycle -Cymru's answer to The Arabian 
Nights, in melodic form. Psychedelia is the 



wrong word for music this comfy-sounding - 
these are not young noisenik iconoclasts, but 
grown men placidly tweaking buttons and 
strumming acoustic guitars - but Soft 
Hearted Scientists' imaginative folky tales 
come a lot closer to invoking a spirit of 
childlike wonder than most of the faux-naive 
schlock that passes for avant-folk these 
days. From the paean to Snowdonia that is 
'A470 Song' to the deliciously fanciful Til Be 
Happy, I'll Be Sleeping', and 'Drops', a pretty 
meditation on our place in the world, these 
songs are full of everyday magic and 
homespun charm. 
Robin Wilks 



Sondre Lechre 



Phantom Punch (Gronland) 

I love a good pop song. I love the heady rush, 
the feeling of staring right up at an azure 
blue sky and falling over backwards with 
the weight of all the joy. I love a good pop 
song, but when it's as good as 'She's 
Fantastic' or 'The Tape', it pulls a complete 
solar eclipse on the rest of the album. Stupid 
sugary crush, I'll keep pressing the pause 
and repeat buttons to hear my infatuations 
again and again with decreasing thrill but 
increasing meaning. Norwegian Sondre 
Lerche is squeaky clean, expressive but not 
emotive, tries hard (and succeeds) in creating 
clever melodies. However, it's where the thrill 
is forefront, rather than intelligence, that he 
creates wondrous pop. 
Rachel Cawley 



Strategy 



Future Rock (Kranky) 

Seems like all I listen to these days is made in 
either Brooklyn or Portland (this is the latter). 
It makes me feel like some kind of Ballardian 
ultra-conceptual and largely abstract pervert. 
Which is a fairly appropriate way to begin a 
review of tactical multi-instrumentalist Paul 
Dickow's 'genre-confounding continuum'. 
As per his discog so far, it soon becomes 
apparent that pressing play opens a gateway 
into a sound world all of his own -the 
almost environmental bustle of tape loop, 
percussion, organ, reverb and delay provide 
paint smudges and pale washes, sketches 
echoing with beats that float in space like 
wallpaper motifs. It's little surprise that 
among his obsessions are memory and 
weather-the miniatures that lazily unfold 
through this record sound nothing more than 
something happened, somewhere. 
kicking_k 



The Sunburned 



Z (Ecstatic Peace) 

Don't expect the usual ethno-psych chant- 
outs from Sunburned Hand Of The Man. As 
the foreshortened name suggests, this is an 
entirely different monster. For the first half, 
we're plunged into a formless maelstrom of 
churning rock noise, roaring echoes and 
frenetic drums - with not one lucid moment 
to be found. After a more familiar interlude 
of jerky guitar and gruff, unintelligible 
incantation, it's straight onto the final act: 
20 minutes of head-fuck noise splurge 
rendered even less explicable by clumsy tape 
manipulation. Sure, it's a self-indulgent mess, 
but it's hard to shake the feeling that if you 
listen to this with the right mix of scientific 
curiosity and beatific abandon, you might 
just find the answers to questions you didn't 
know existed. 
Daniel Spicer 
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Actor/Model 

Gossip About Guys 

(Mistletone) 

Debut CD fusing the 
vainglorious vacuity of 
a catwa I ker with future- 
tense Krautrocking intensity. Keyboards 
and guitars interlock like stars colliding, 
the drummer is an automaton converting 
Australia's Chicken Salt Coast into the 
autobahn and the singer whinges about 
getting out of bed for less than $ 1 0k. (SM) 

*— — ^_ The Affair 
m+T**^:*- Yes Yes To You 
-^ i w J" 4- . (Absolutely Kosher) 

My recollection of 
grunge is hazy at best 
and late Seventies New 
York I wasn't born for, but thinking of either 
gives me a warm, nostalgic tingle. And I get 
exactly that from Yes YesTo You's wobbly 
punked-up Blondie-isms, frail and comforting 
as an imported childhood memory. (AL) 

Biffy Clyro 

Puzzle (14th Floor) 

On last album Infinity 
Land, BC made clever 
nu rock that was 
dynamic and exciting. 
This time, it's just silly. They're messing about 
with choirs, orchestras and all the normal 
fourth album nonsense, and in the process 
lost the map to their former righteous 
innovation. (TG) 

Black Helicopter 

Invisible Jet 
(Ecstatic Peace) 

The hardcore generation 
ages with the dawning 
realisation that there'll 

never be a car to beat that old Buick Elektra. 

Grown-up Boston punk, 1 5 years on. (EA) 

Devil Sold His 
Soul 

A Fragile Hope 
(Black Willow) 

Heavy thundering doom 
and sprightly screaming 
from thrash metal outfit. Summing up the 
power of Isis and the energy of Converge is 
no mean feat, and it's done with style. (JF) 

Emily Haines 
And The Soft 
Skeleton 

Knives Don't Have 
Your Back 
(Drowned In Sound) 

When she's not fronting Metric or Broken 
Social Scene, Emily's doing her impression of 
a female Gravenhurst, with a piano tuned to 
sad. Second solo album is a world of lyrical 
non-sequiturs on sex, prescription drugs and 
half-baked feminism, all sung by Haines' 
beautifully bland voice. (TG) 

End Of Level Boss 

Inside The Difference 
Engine (Exile On 
Mainstream) 

Stonerisoneofthose 
genres where you excel 
by clinging to the sound like a limpet, albeit a 
limpet festooned with tattoos of flaming 
skulls. Kyuss/Monster Magnet jams with 
brains replaced by bulging biceps. (LP) 









Fireworks Night 

As Fools We Are 
(Organ Grinder) 

Music of clever folk this 
be; Oxford Uni no less. 
But they don't boast on 
any level. I'd guess they've had a chilled out 
time of it. Intellectual satisfaction; album 
recorded in Devon; and it's in minds such as 
these that haunting and original folk music 
lies. Hurrah. (TH) 

Green Pitch 

Ace Of Hearts 
f. (Funzalo) 

Whatever happened 
to that whole new 
■ acoustic thing? Oh 
wait... Found it! Norweigan partners Rex 
Garfield and Ste Rasch's debut starts so 
quietly you're paradoxically grabbed by its 
barely-there keyboards and gently mewled 
vocals. Intermittently it's louder, and 
charmless with it. (TG) 

Growing 

Vision Swim 
(Megablade) 

It's a beautiful thing 
when a band's name 
is synonymous with 
their essence.This US duo exist in the natural 
time and space their handle implies, while 
improving each release. Standout here is 
'Onanon', which commits to a cosmic crawl 
akin to a heavy-lidded Black Dice, before 
falling backwards into the sea. Rewarding 
and refreshing. (GT) 

DJ Jazzy Jeff 

The Return Of The 
Magnificent (BBE) 

Boom. Against the 
odds Will Smith's 
old mucker Jazzy Jeff 
enrolls a bunch of similarly middle-aged 
hip hop veterans (Big Daddy Kane, Posdonus, 
Method Man), and a few conscious young 
players (Jena Grae, Rhymefest) to prove 
solemnity and imminent decreptitude aren't 
barriers to making explosive music, and in 
some cases may even help feed the flames. 
Bap.(RS) 

Jetplane 
Landing 

Backlash Cop 
(Smalltown America) 

As confessed, 
everything they do 
here is a backlash, so songs against 'the 
industry' ('White Music') and the notion of 
'Dizzy Gillespie For President' are welcomed 
with open arms. Street poetry put to 
hardcore music. Even sounds a little 
like Rage. (JF) 

Kamikaze Hearts 

Oneida Road 
(One Little Indian) 

Should you ever need 
to explain to your mum 
the difference between 
alt country and regular country, just whack 
on Oneida Road. When Troy Pohl takes the 
vocal helm it's wry, sepia-tinged loveliness 
a-gogo; when the reins are passed to demi- 
yodelling traditionalist Gaven Richard, 
it sounds like the village idiot's taken 
charge. (AL) 






Tom Macrae 

King Of Cards (V2) 

Though there's some 
teetering into Coldplay- 
isms, the first half or so 
of King Of Cards is 
satisfying stuff, an oft-surreal patchwork of 
stormy strings and murderous howling. 
Weirdly, MacRae seems to run out of energy 
midway, at which point King Of Cards 
descends into a cod-soulful limp. (AL) 





Minus Story 

My Ion Truss 
(Jagjaguwar) 

Flaunting soaring 
pop melodies and 
cacophonous, 
controlled distortion, this is the Kansas 
band's most realised effort. Singer Jordan 
Geiger harnesses his falsetto to menacing 
effect and gems such as 'The Way Beyond' 
and 'Mama Mama' emit ghostly echoes that 
are best appreciated when breathing in the 
warm night air. (LS) 

Of Montreal 

Icons, Abstracted 
Thee (Polyvinyl) 

This mini-album 
compiling recent OM 
leftovers is a sweary, 
quiet, loud, sad, triumphant mess. Those 
birthday cards that play plinky music when 
they open, obscene saxophones and Eno's 
bit of /.oi/i/re-made by pre-schoolers: it's all 
here, and 'No Conclusion' is the cheeriest 
nine-minute suicide song of all time. (TG) 

Oxide And 
Neutrino 

2nd Chance 

(KemistreeAnd 

Fizzicks) 

Oh my days! Remember 
'Bound 4 Da Reload'? When the Casualty bit 
drops in and you're thinking "Are they taking 
the piss?" but still enjoying it? Sad to say 
how utterly useless the new record is. All the 
tracks are this kind of non-garage/non-grime 
hybrid that sounds like a cold cup of tea feels 
and there's a track called 'Brick InThe Wall' 
with Pink Floyd samples. (RC) 

HSapat 
Mortise And Tenon 
(Siltbreeze) 
, „ There's sand in my No- 
Neck blues jam and 
granules of Butthole-an 
endeavour creeping into my water supply. 
What am I even doing here on some acid 
fried sojourn while my psychedelic horse lies 
dead three miles back? Across The Dead C, 
under alien sun, a lunatic voice keeps 
repeating "Where are dark silver? "\n vain 
I answer, " I don't know and I don't think 
I ever will. "(SG) 

Silicon Scally 

Bioroid (Satamile) 

With a brutal start and 
a doomsayer's ending, 
the Bioroid journey 
turns your stomach, 
snaps your head back to reality just as 
quickly as it draws you into its Blade Running 
soundscape.Techies might be quibbling over 
this use of presets and what-not but the rest 
of us can sit up and relish the intensity. (HA) 







Sparta 
^ " Threes (Hollywood) 

^S- ^ir Two points here: 

1) In full thrash mode 
('Unbeatable Disease') 
it reminds you how 
good guitar music could have been if the At 
The Drive-In (which make part of this band) 
hadn't split up. 2) In the ballads, he sings like 
Bono.Urgh.(JF) 

Trencher 

When Dracula 
Thinks Look At Me 
(Southern) 

Back from the days 
when Trencher did 
quite heavy aggro-vomit without the bass 
sensibilities of their recent LP Lips, this is the 
earlier, nastier shit. Reminds me of some of 
the best grind shows ever seen in London. 
Thanks, Trencher. (RC) 

Twink 

Ice Cream Truckin' 
(Mulatta) 

It's billed as " 1 9 scoops 

of tasty toy piano 
tunes", and that's 
what it is -courtesy of vintage children's 
instruments obsessive Mike Langlie, and his 
techno-poppin', glitch-loving friends. Stand- 
outs include the Euro pop of 'Slush Bunny'; 
and frosty-sweet 'Very Cherry'. (ET) 

Jt Various 




Staatsballett Berlin 
j Present Shut Up And 



M j Dance! (Ostgut) 

f Like Mark E Smith's 
^^ work with Michael 

Clark or Pil and Galia's meeting with Les 
Georges Leningrad, Shut Up And Dance! 
is an attempt to carve out a new ballet 
modernism: fiercely minimal Kompakt 
sounds interrupted by freezing digital winds 
and drips of vintage Froese synthesiser. (LP) 

John Wiese 

Soft Punk 

(Troubleman 

Unlimited) 

An expert in violent 
dynamics, jarring cut- 
ups and churning sicktones, Wiese is one of 
the great explorers currently working under 
the 'noise' umbrella. This collection of 
recordings made between '02-'05 should be 
essential listening for anybody who has ever 
thought of putting live wires in their mouths 
just to see what it sounds like. (GT) 
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The Young 
Playthings 

Who Invented Love? 
(Smalltown America) 

At last, a band with 
guitars and brains. They 
sing like it's the Fifties in 'So Good, So Bad. . . 
So Good' and thrash it with the best of the 
angled indie popsters in 'Tune/This debut 
album is a slice of pure pop perfection. (JF) 

Brief notes by: Euan Andrews, 
Hayley Avron, Ralph Cowling, Jon 
Falcone, Thorn Gibbs, Spencer 
Grady, Andrzej Lukowski, Shane 
Moritz, Ringo P Stacey, Lianne 
Steinberg, Dr Swan, George 
Taylor, Everett True 
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Von Siidenf ed 

Tromatic Reflexxions (Domino) 

Andi Toma and Jan St Werner of Mouse On Mars have 

been all over digitalism for the last 1 5 years, moving like 

the Wire subscribers they are from techno and trance to 

ambient, and occasionally tiptoeing through the black 

forrest on collaborations with theoretical soul mates Stereolab. 

The complete Mouse On Mars back catalogue now paints a pretty 
accurate picture of the evolution of European electronica. Their earliest 
recordings already sound very modern again, just like that recent and 
excellent Soul Jazz jungle compilation. It's time for a reappraisal. 

Now, under the slightly complicated Von Sudenfed pun of a name, 
they've decided to dress up Mark E Smith's Mancunian WC Fields-isms in 
electronic German funk. Like an extended 2007 take on John Lydon's vocals 
for Leftfield's 'Open Up', the 1 2 songs on Tromatic Reflexxions manage to 
update Smith's well-documented love of Seventies Krautrock to the effect 
that you start wondering - since it's already been a couple of weeks since the 
last Fall album and every song title ('Fledermaus Can't Get It') is pure Smith 
-if the Von Sudenfed trio shouldn't change their name to The Fall andjust 
keep doing exactly what they're doing until they, inevitably, fall out. 
Andres Lokko 



Thee Moths 



Glythcvolk Musique Concrete 
(Pet Piranha) 

This is as close as it gets to a crude insight 
into another man's mind. It rolls along like 
one of those mirror-floored boats where 
you look down and study the sea. Except it's 
not the sea, it's Alex Botten's brain. And it's 
a curious place. 

Lots of ideas, many of them unfulfilled. 
A certain darkness, exposed only temporarily. 
Consistent fragmentation, and a fascination 
with antagonising the listener. Check out the 
secret track with its purposefully disjointed 
violin track; put there to annoy or drive 
insane. This comes after marvelling at the 
abilityto use a Neutral Milk Hotel-yfuzzbox 
to conjure morphed, sometimes acoustic, 
sometimes electronic pop paraphernalia 
-Glytchvolk. Much is straight from the Jeff 
Mangum book of 'Twisted Pop ForThe 
Curious Muso'. He could make a lot of 
money from something like that. Maybe. 
Tom Howard 



3 Inches Of Blood 



Fire Up The Blades (Roadrunner) 

On the battlements, elite infantrymen await 
the onslaught of the bestial hordes. Only 
they stand between that most inhuman 
foe and the fall of civilisation. As heroic 
warriors gird their loins for battle, a clarion 
call goes out to stir their martial blood. 

But instead of trumpet blasts we get 
gargantuan riffs and pulverising double-bass 
drum. We get the dual vocal attack of Cam 
Pipes (Bruce Dickinson air raid siren wails) 
and Jamie Hooper (guttural growling) 
leading the forces of righteousness through 
1 3 tracks of tight-rivets 'battle metal'. 
Those tracks may all seem to blur into one 
amorphous assault but that only helps 
sustain the flames of passionate fury. 

Fire Up The Blades may also lack 
the brilliance of 'Deadly Sinners' and 
'Destroy The Ores' from predecessor 
Advance And Vanquish, but there's still 
plenty to keep the loyal battalions satisfied 
and thirsting for more. Humanity remains 
safe... for now. 
Spencer Grady 



Tiny Dancers 



Free School Milk (Parlophone) 

'20To 9' swells with a Bunnymen-esque 
drum tattoo build-up to the point Ian 
McCulloch begins litigation proceedings. 



"Is this what we're left with? "I rail, as family 
and friends leave the room. " Icicle Works 
albums becoming priceless?" Luckily, it 
doesn't set the tone for the rest of the album. 
Wiping the foam from my lips, I learn that 
Tiny Dancers doesn't relate to Elton John. 
That's good, but does Free School M///: relate 
to "ThatcherThatcher, Milk Snatcher?" If it 
does, Tiny Dancers are re-engaging with both 
the Eighties, and their Sheffield ex-pit towns, 
in a meaningful way. I hope so. 

"Far away from this town of steel, "sings 
David Kay, yearning to have arrived at the 
elsewhere he'll soon be in. 'Baby Love' is 
pure pop (Robbie Williams?) with a slight 
shimmer on the organ. There are no dirty 
bones in their collective bodies, this lot. Yes, 
the voice grates. Yes, it's Popstars touring in 
a transit van, it warbles, tries to coax, be 
'professional'. Despite this, I really appreciate 
their eventually not trying to be Joy Division. 
FM-friendly, but fine. 
Steve Hanson 



Bjorn Torske 



Feil Knapp (Smalltown Supersound) 

This will appeal to Scandophiles, because 
(tinkle, splash) it comes from Norway. As 
soon as 'Spelunker' kicks in, a burst of 
cartoonish video game reggae appears, 
I get very interested. 'Kapteinens Skjegg' 
is similarly great, a spaced-out Sabres Of 
Paradise dub. The harmonica and jazz keys 
of 'Hemmelig Orkester' are merely pleasant, 
encompassing all that isn't so essential in 
Susumu Yokota, the chocolate box end. 
Yokota's juxtapositions are often interesting, 
but this isn't.The vocoder-ish 'Hatten Passer' 
incorporates passing traffic, field recordings 
and faux-vibes, a much more interesting 
collage. If Bjorn Torske hooked up with, say, 
fellow Norwegian Ring, sparks would fly. 
He needs a cranky, idiosyncratic sparring- 
partner to liven up the mix and add narrative. 
Steve Hanson 



me and I feel the softness of arms touching in 
midnight.The world spins just a little faster 
and I want to cry at the way time plays such 
cruel tricks on us. On 'Idyllwyld', Beth Darcy 
sings of shivering at the sound of a song on 
the radio and of photographs that break her 
heart. Amen to that. Amen to that, indeed. 
Alistair Fitchett 



Thomas Truax 



Why Dogs Howl At The Moon (SL) 

OK, so, 'wackiness'. It sucks. It's so often 
forced, so often overbearing, so hard to take 
seriously. Sometimes though, when toned 
down and combined with a cranium pouring 
with genuine innovation, it excels. Truax's 
brand of 'wacky' doesn't dominate, see. He's 
off his tits, no doubt; had Adam Green and 
Patrick Wolf never existed, he'd be a one- 
off. But this record demands attention for 
its sheer excess of mayhem. 

Using an anything-but-the-norm 
approach to sound you get such innovations 
as an industrial, snoring, sleep-talker for a 
bass ('You Whistle While You Sleep'). Lyrically 
he's playful, skewing Dylan ( "I'm getting out 
of New York City/I do believe I've had enough "), 
mimicking Eminem and demonising our 
over-analytical modernity: "Said your vagina 
to my penis/I am from Mars, you are from 
Venus". Imaginative, out-there, rich in 
content, hyper-active, easy on the wacky. 
Tom Howard 



Trembling Blue Stars 



The Last Holy Writer (Elefant) 

I am old enough to have followed Bobby 
Wratten's career through two decades, and 
I make no apologies for admitting that I hold 
him in the highest esteem. No surprise then 
that on this, the sixth TBS album, he's written 
more songs that can floor me with a single 
line or a simple refrain; songs that seduce me 
so effortlessly that I quake inside and fall on 
my back to the grass. Apple blossom falls on 



Vague Angels 



Truth Loved (Expect Candy) 

In which NYC indie rock royal family member 
Chris Leo attempts an ambitious mini-rock 
opera, transforming his Vague Angels into 
The Breaks -mercifully not the Brakes -a 
fictional band from White Pigeons, a novel 
of his own pen. We think. Keeping up? 
American underground family trees dictate 
mere degrees separate Leo and the likes 
of Les Savy Fav and 90 Day Men. Lashings 
of yelped backing vocals and segueing 
atmospherics confirm aural ties, moulding 
charmingly melodic outcomes into a boho 
version of the above. Even elder siblingTed 
is afforded a shameless hat tip, 'Let The 
Formula Forge Itself Fantastic' is not so much 
cut from the same linen asThe Pharmacists 
leader's 200 1 track 'St John The Divine' as 
eating from identical tablecloths. 

Fascinating listening. 
Adam Anonymous 



A Xaxapoya (Tomlab) 

In the underrated German NewWave 
masterpiece, 1972's Schwarze Sonne , Klaus 
Kinski portrays a spent celebrity architect 
who embarks on a doomed search for lost 
love and existential certainties. His heroin- 
filled journey from Hamburg to New York 
and then to an imaginary war-ridden sub- 
Saharan country lead him to a nihilistic 
understanding that ultimately art, morals 
and civilisation stem from a dark lust 
for power, his pure love collapsing into 
cannibalism and madness. 

The film is notable for a cameo from 
the young WimWenders,Kinski's bushy 
sideburns, an incredibly weird bar scene 
with dancing Spanish dwarfs, and of course 
the amazing trippy Kraut soundtrack: two 
long tracks that slowly build up from a 
reverberating moog intro, mutate into punk- 
funky psychedelic rock numbers and end 
up sounding like a murderous hippie tribal 



drone with death metal overtones. Never 
mind that the film has never been made; if it 
had, that soundtrack would have been Von 
Spar's A Xaxapoya. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



David Watson 



Throats (Ecstatic Peace) 

NewZealander David Watson takes the 
awkward sound of the bagpipes and feeds 
it through a psychedelic, minimalist 
sensibility, resulting in a strobing drone 
reminiscent of Terry Riley's music for reeds. 
'Stomion' is almost 1 1 minutes long, 
a blissful endurance test comprising sharp- 
edged, fluttering melodic patterns that 
phase and overlap with compositional grace. 
The pipes' slightly detuned tone adds a 
dislocating uncertainty as traditional- 
sounding motifs weave in and out like 
snatches of a looped, cut-up field recording. 
Jhroatsthen moves straight to the voice, 
creating collages of breath and swallow 
and adding both the overtone singing 
of Makigami Koichi and Shelley Hirsch's 
glossolaliac stutters and whoops. Jaw harps 
add another bubbling layer of overtoned 
sound, resulting in a sonic palette that's 
bewildering, beautiful and visceral. Despite 
its liberal use of drone, 7/7roafsisfarfrom 
relaxing - it's uncompromisingly sparse, 
playing on the tense proximity of the human 
voice and the urgency of breathing. Possibly 
the best thing to come out on Ecstatic Peace 
so far: the most absorbing and certainly the 
least complacent. 
Frances Morgan 



Yoshimi And Mats Gustafsson 



Words On The Floor 
(PIAS) 

This is Yoshimi of Boredoms and Gustafsson 
of various Scando-free 'outfits' with a good 
Kim Hiorthoy sleeve. 'Soundless Cries With 
Their Arms In The Air' could be, in free jazz- 
nik/beat writer terms, the sound of them 
'becoming breath'. That, or it's a kind of 
premonition to the spooky scraping effects 
of'AndThe Children Play Quietly With Their 
Words On The Floor', which builds to the 
sound of jangling nerves. A clanking, 
industrial backalley nightmare sequence. 
A kind of audio mugging. Sonic Youth get 
a thankyou in the liner notes. They just 
can't keep their noses outta this kinda thing, 
can they? 
Steve Hanson 



The Young Gods 



Super Ready/Fragmente 
(Play It Again Sam) 

Once, The Young Gods were our shared 
future, our next evolutionary phase. They 
hotwired the molten lava-face of rock, 
intertwined with centuries-old shamanic 
impulses, and created a hypermetal hybrid 
which burned like a new sun. But now we 
live in the future, and it's ugly and nasty and 
it stinks. And The Young Gods are here with 
us again, angels who have fallen to earth 
and been made mortal. Super Ready/ 
Fragmente is their act of defiance, a 
mustering of all their resources. It's the sound 
of stars being reignited and a meditation 
on our violent cores, the loaded and cocked 
guns which govern lives. It's the sound of 
superheroes reborn, rallying with a furious 
attack and preparing to rage against the 
dying once more. It's hope for the future. 
Euan Andrews 
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INDEPENDENT ESSENTIALS 




ASOBI SEKSU 

ASOBI SEKSU 

"A premising start lor the New to rk 
City group... obviously indebted to its 
Influences,, hut Finding naw and artful 

ways to swallow lOvO wHfi a guitar" 
Pitchfork 



THE KISSAWAY TRAIL 

THE KISS AWAY TRAIL 

"An absolute revelation" Tne Fly 

"A savagely beautiful nofcse" NME 

Tin rUsaaway Trail 1 * wide-eyed and 

wondrous ambfctlon Ea Infectious" 

Mojo 



YOU SAY PARTY! WE 
SAY DIE! 

LOSE All TIME 

Brand naw album out ISth June. 

'Both dancoabto and utterly. 

thrilling terrifying" NME 



THE NEXTMEN 

THIS WAS SUPPOSED TO 

BE THE FUTURE 

Featuring guest vocals From Sway, 

Alice RucseM, Ntney ttve Observer end 

KM* In The Hall, this album is set to 

be euentuii summer listening. 




XAVIER RUDD 

WHITE MOTH 

Charts the aplrltual journey of the 

multHnstrumentalEst. He's travelled 

the jEic&e and built a devoted following 
of fans, drawn to his comblnatkan of 
folk, reggae, rock and world mutJc, 



TIGER fiRMY 



DAMIEN DEMPSEY 

TO HELL OR BARBADOS 
The amai I nif new album from the 

Ho. IselHng Irish artist 

' Dempscy"* arrow-true vote* has a 

liquid q uallty... this Is bold, 

compelling ttufT Mojo 



ASOBI SEKSU 

CITRUS 

"Yea, the guitar overload, massive 

reverb, and deceptively sweet vocals 

are all there, but this New York quartet 

Is anything but a My Bloody Valentine 

MM 



VARIOUS ARTISTS 



THRIFTY, BRAVE & CLEAN 
Low-price sa mpler far thb rww label 
f eaturtng Dav* n Lande s. Turner Cody 
and Sargasso Trio among others, 
with contributions from The Ea riles 
and Herman Dune. 
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TIGER ARMY 
MUSIC FROM REGIONS 

■ BEYOND 

Produced by Jerry Finn. 
Deep and derk brooding lyrics backed 
by a lovely sounding slappln' baas,., 
fucking great 14 Big Cheese 



STEPHANIE DOSEN 
A ULV FOR THE SPECTRE 

"A pert act balance between ethereality 
end eccesalblitty;., quietly euphoric 

maladies... the Inevitable Jond Mitchell 
comparisons are, tor once, entirely 

J usl if iod • Mojo 



LOSTALONE 

SAY NO TO THE WORLD 

Fresh from supporting Enter Shikari 

around Europe, and with Download, 

T in the Park and Reading/ Leeds 

festivals to come, the future of 

British rock music Is In safe hands. 



GUIDED BY VOICES 

LIVE FROM AUSTIN, TX 

This full concert with thirty 
performances Is captured from the 
lo-fl indie-rock Innovators' farewell 

tour, Avaliible on DVD and 
double CD. 



■ 



PINNACLE RECORDS 

THE UK'S NUMBER ONE DISTRIBUTOR OF INDEPENDENT MUSIC 
www.plnnacle-entertaioment.co.uk 
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the true report 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Hanna Wieslander 

Betty Davis 

Betty Davis 

They Say I'm Different (Light In The Attic) 

Pere Ubu 

The Tenement Year 

Cloudland 

Worlds In Collision 

Story Of My Life (Mercury) 

I once shot my wad at a record fair, paying over £15 
a pop for Betty Davis' first two albums, unheard. 
I knew a little about her: knew she strutted and raged 
like a more righteous, funkdelicious version of 



came courtesy of Sly And The Family Stone, right 
at the very top of their game, and backing vocals 
were supplied by doomed disco diva Sylvester and 
The Pointer Sisters. For her second album, the self- 
produced They Say I'm Different (1 974) she's decked 
out in full red and white Warrior Queen garb with 
a high ridged collar and three silver javelins, the 
Aquarius age's Cleopatra, Black Power personified 
-only female! -and obviously no man's fool. Man, 
she exuded self-confidence. She was like Peaches, 
Tina Turner and Rick James rolled into one -"Sexy, 
bold, provocative, groovy and just downright fine," 
according to P-funk artist Ronald 'Stozo The Clown' 
Edwards. It came as no surprise to discover she'd 
modelled during the Sixties. 

The music didn't disappoint: uncompromising, 
ferocious, slick and dirty and loose -slap bass, crazy 



It's the forbidden and the wrong that 
are always the sweetest 



pottymouth Seventies proto-rapper Millie Jackson; 
that her music was a brash, in yrface amalgam of 
early Seventies funk groups War and Funkadelic; 
that she'd been married to Miles Davis, introduced 
himtoJimi Hendrixand inspired an album -Bitches 
Brew- and an entire genre, jazz fusion (shudder). 
The horror of the last fact didn't turn me off; made 
me salivate even harder at the prospect of hearing 
the lady up-close because it's the forbidden and the 
wrong that are always the sweetest. If you'd seen 
the covers, maybe you'd have understood. Funky 
didn't come close. Betty Davis was downright dirty. 
On the front of 1 973's Betty Davis, she's decked 
out in full-on massive Afro, smiling, a trio of pictures 
oozing lascivious attitude and sass: tight blue 
hotpants, thigh-high silver space age go-go boots 
and a skimpy top. The first song was called 'If I'm 
In Luck I Might Get Picked Up', her rhythm section 
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wah-wah, laidback Hammond groove; if you've 
heard any of Clinton's riotous Funkadelic or Sly's 
standout 1971 album There's A Riot Goin' On you'll 
know where Betty Davis is coming from; although 
the onus here is more on getting groovy and getting 
laid, not so much of a psychedelic f reakout more a 
libidinous workout. But the vocals! As guttural and 
sneaky and drawn-out as any Hendrix solo, the kind 
to turn your insides out and your thighs pulsating. 
They Say I'm Different is more sinuous, harder but 
somehow not so hard; the emphasis now on the 
super-freaks of Black legend, the pimps, hustlers 
and scene degenerates - basically, anything that got 
you good and nasty; anything that helped liberate 
your mind, and hence your ass. 

Pere Ubu were anything but sexy, no matter 
how much their guitars grinded. Fronted by the 
Orson Welles-esque figure of David Thomas, this 



enigmatic avant garage band formed in Cleveland 
in 1 975 out of the embers of proto-punks Rocket 
From The Tombs, and proceeded to release a series 
of blistering, confusing, synth-charged records 
topped off by Thomas' amphetamine mumble and 
several shades of abrasive instrumentation. 

Their first two albums, The Modern Dance 
and Dub Housing, both from 1 978, are among 
the initial post-punk explosion's finest moments, 
to rank alongside early offerings from The Fall, 
The Raincoats, This Heat and Pylon - not just 
for the overload of imagination and frenetic 
experimentation, but also the freefall of energy 
and anger, Thomas shaking with every pore of his 
considerable bulk as he ricocheted his way through 
such chilling songs as 'Non-Alignment Pact'. 

The band split in 1 982, after a brief sojourn with 
Red Krayola's Mayo Thompson. Upon reforming in 
1 988, they signed a major label deal with Fortuna; 
and released four albums, with varying results. 
Gone were the left-field leanings and in their place 
was something even stranger: flatulent trumpet, 
Thomas' Old Testament gibberish vocals and an 
often mainstream AM radio rock sound that veered 
between Remain In Light-era Talking Heads, 
'Sledgehammer'-era Peter Gabriel, Aerosmith, 
the primal garage rock of the Sixties, a little wilful 
musical abstraction and alt. Americana. 

Of the four, 1 988's The Tenement Year is by 
far the superior, having been recorded before 
the departure of pivotal anolog synth-player Allen 
Revenstine. Songs like the Dr Seuss-esque 'Universal 
Vibration' and Grease lift on 'Talk To Me' have a real 
vigour and ambivalent charm. The other three 
records have their moments - particularly the 
affectionate Van Dyke Parks tribute 'Nevada ! ' from 
1 989's Cloudland, recorded at Prince's Paisley Park 
Studio in Minneapolis; and the bipolar 'Life Of Riley' 
from 1 991 's Worlds In Collision - but really, they're 
for confirmed fans only. 

By the time 1994's Story Of My Life came out, 
Nirvana had changed the face of rock music once 
more, and Thomas and co were left howling into the 
wilderness. This they probably preferred anyway. 



albums reissues 



Jeff Buckley 



So Real: Songs from Jeff Buckley 
(Sony/BMG) 

May 29th this year and it'll be a decade 
since he drowned. The CD inlay says that this 
compilation is, "To educate those who may 
know Jeff's name but have not heard his 
music." OK. Cynicism seems at odds with 
Buckley's music, so I'll take that at face value. 

I won't try to describe his voice.To a 
person of a certain age, hearing his voice 
described as soaring sounds like the oldest 
cliche. And like all the cliches, it's cliched 
because it's true beyond the point of 
repetition. His voice is beautiful, so easy to 
fall in love with. And so easy to fall in love the 
melodrama, the red-wine dark-room songs, 
the raga-blues, the tension, the melancholia, 
the strange otherworldliness. 

Buy Grace instead. Yes, eight of its 1 
tracks are here. But Grace has an integrity 
that this compilation - great as the music 
is -just doesn't possess. Listen to the one 
album he recorded and released in his 
lifetime in the manner intended. As a discrete 
entity. It seems important. I don't know why. 
Ben Hoyle 



Funf (Domino) 

Liverpudlian teeth clenchers plot their 1 0- 
year descent into self-parody, with this 
collection of B-sides and rarities. Funfls 
a further exploration into a world inhabited 
by only themselves, where total possibility 
and transcendence are feared. Surely all 
that's left for Clinic now is to reveal their true 
identities, in a Kiss type fashion. Sounding 
in large parts like a series of Duane Eddy 
B-sides without Duane Eddy, an Aladdin's 
Cave Of Golf this is not.The psych stomp of 
'The Scythe' saves this album from being just 
an essential for fans, and 'The Castle' helps 
to lead Clinic down the path of forgiveness, 
lest we forget the narrow boundaries of the 
music that has come before. 
Ben Webster 



Die! Die! Die! 



Die! Die! Die! (Pet Piranha) 

Play this record to really fucking appreciate 
your own dull ache, to wallow in the disaster 
of your own creating - and secretly adore 
every last intense wail. Keep scratching at the 
wounds, run your filthy nails over the scabs 
again and again. Keep digging in -wait for 
the skin to crumple and cochineal, glutinous 
blood to crawl out from the infected mess. 
Keep scratching: keep scratching like those 
drums keep drumming - never letting off 
the pace in all 26 minutes. Don't ever calm 
down. Keep staring, keep listening until the 
melodies dead-and-buriedunderthe white 
noise show clear and haunting. Appreciate 
it too much: become the hardcore punk you 
never thought you were. 
Rachel Cawley 



Green On Red 



The BBC Sessions (Maida Vale) 

Never before did an album cover fail so 
miserably, so hilariously, to represent the 
band within. Dan Stuart, like a reject from 
an EightiesTom Hanks film, hands neatly 
clasped behind his suit jacket; Chuck Prophet 
with his faux-sincere pout and womanising 
hair. I'm amazed they kept the two of them 
upright for the photo shoot. 

Green On Red were, and still are, a 
fascinating proposal. Nearly peerless in their 



reckless, drunken slaying of country rock, 
your head gets woozy just listening to them. 
Long, drawn-out solos; growling, howling, 
cackling blues: you can feel the violent 
hacking at strings, the whisky burning on 
the vocal chords, the playful camaraderie, 
the lack of regard for precision of timing or 
volume control. What separates this from 
any standard Green On Red album is that 
you can hear bottle-tops clinking on the floor, 
the ha If -forgotten backing vocals, mumbled 
in the background, the whole room buzzing 
with a noise it can barely contain. 
HayleyAvron 



I, Ludicrous 



20 Years In Show Business (Sanctuary) 

There are hundreds of these bands around, 
just out of sight-turn sideways and you'll 
see them - fuelled by a passion for John Peel, 
Mark E Smith and football; laddish but not 
too obnoxious, smart but not too cynical; 
always ready with an opinion and a scraped 
guitar sound; vaguely socially aware lyrics 
spat out in a semiconscious state. We're 
talking early Viz, football fanzine When 
Saturday Comesjhe Nightingales' sardonic 
middle England groove... 

This particular bunch, a two-piece from 
London (Crystal Palace supporters), rose to 
prominence on the back of some riffs stolen 
from The Fall's Slates 1 0-inch, and a flexi 
-the richly humorous man-in-the-pub 
'PreposterousTales', which hit Number 1 1 in 
Peel's Festive 50 in 1 987 - and, shocked by 
the response, decided to keep going. And 
keep going they have, through five albums, 
seven singles and numerous sub Half-Man 
Half-Biscuit/Carter USM songtitles such as 
'Moynihan Brings Out The Hooligan In Me' 
and 'Stuck In A Lift With Noel Edmonds', 
coming up with their second absolutely 
genius song in 2003, 'We're The Support 
Band'. Altogether now: "The guitar's out of 
tune/We're not very good/We're the support 
band/The vocals are flat/The singer's too fat/ 
We're the support band. " 

Art Brut, eat your hearts out! 
Everett True 



Moistboyz 



I & II (Schnitzel) 

Brothers Mickie and Dickie Moist are a pair 
of hateful motherfuckers, seated somewhere 
to the right of Ted Nugent politically- 
speaking, whose nosebleed riffage serves as 
perfectly Neanderthal context for lyrics of 
a mouth-breathing ignorance.These two 
sets from the mid-Nineties were originally 
released on the Beasties' Grand Royal label, 
which should clue you in that things weren't 
exactly as the seemed. A side-project for 
Mickey Melchiondo Jr (better known as 
Dean from arch rock parodists Ween) and 
buddy Guy Heller, Moistboyz' racist, sexist, 
homophobic thrash comes off like a ragin' 
parody of the retardo beliefs of America's 
redneck heartlands -a punk rock equivalent 
of Stephen Colbert. The riffs are gonzoid 
enough to make this more than a mere 
comedy record, while the reign of Dubya has 
ensured that its references haven't dated. 
Stevie Chick 



My Life Story 



Megaphone Theology (Exilophone) 

Ah, the curse of literacy! Ah, the fateful 
lure of brass! Ah, the lustre of orchestrated 
pop; the poignancy of the fairground; the 
wonderment of English chart music (as 





Gallon Drunl 

Tonite. . .The Singles Bar 

You, The Night... And The Music 

From The Heart Of The Town (Sartorial) 

There's a bar in Camden somewhere that is forever 
Gallon Drunk. 

They've aged terribly well, James Johnston's bunch of 
greasy, feral, piano-bothering iconoclasts. Initially dismissed 
as Birthday Party copyists -the howling, rollicking, post- 
Iggy groove of Nick Cave etal is undeniable on early singles 
such as The Last Gasp' - Gallon Drunk quickly outstripped 
their formative influence: bringing in John Coltrane (pre- 
fusion) jazz, late night piano bar instrumentals, Derek 
Raymond's English noir novels, David Lynch's spooked 
underworld demons, and, most importantly, the 
swaggering gait of 'Cat Man'-era rockabilly prince Gene 
Vincent to the fore -that, and Terry Edwards' squalling, 
brawling saxophone and keyboards, used to devastating 

effect on the four bonus live tracks included with the debut studio album 

1 992's excellent, fairground-demented You The Night. . . . 

Ignore the fact Johnston later joined forces with Cave and Warren Ellis in 

The Bad Seeds: Gallon Drunk is something quite separate, something with 

its own life and throbbing heart, splashing through the neon and rainswept 

streets, pulsating with desire and the illusion of danger. . .as just one of the 

many singles plucked from The Singles Bar will prove. 

The third album, From The Heart... got nominated for a Mercury Music 

Award in '93: and it's tempestuous, a stormy run-in with seedy characters 

('Jake On The Make') and dead-end locations ('Arlington Road') that merited 

the attention, but I'd still go for the debut first. 

All reissues come with the obligatory splendid add-ons 

Everett True 



opposed to boorish Britpop) ! Dapper Jake 
Shillingford should have been far more than 
a minor startwinkling in the chart's lower 
firmament, occupying, as he did, a fertile 
middle ground between Mike Alway's el 
Records, Pulp, someone all pastoral from 
the Sixties (Love, say) and, yes, both Marc 
Almond and Morrissey.The debut single 
('Girl A, Girl B, Girl C) and even some of the 
laterTop 40 hits ('12 Reasons Why I Love 
Her') were a delight. He was foxy. He was 
flamboyant. He was also a little too little, a 
little too late: but this sprawling double-CD 
collection of B-sides and rarities is a fan's 
delight, a reminderthatthe mid-Nineties in 
Britain wasn't just Oasis Vs Blur set-pieces 
and Jools Holland boogie-woogie piano. 
Everett True 



All Tomorrow's Parties (Cherry Red) 

Two live performances from Nico's early- 
Eighties, Salford-based registered junkie 
re-emergence, the first CD featuring 
members from The Fall and Blue Orchids 
at an unknown show, the second in the 
depths of the Library Theatre somewhere 
beneath St Peters' square in Mane in '83. 

The first show is a mess, a racket, 
seemingly recorded on a machine that 
would've been better suited loading Jet Set 
Willy on to a ZX Spectrum. The second is a 
little more cleaned up, the band way more 
professional, Nico's presence way more 
sure in the mix. Invariably the first incognito 
show is way way better, filled with the kind 
of drama that only bad recording and a 
thrown-together band can achieve -the 
moments when it all drops down to Nico, her 
harmonium and that cathedral of a voice are 
still heart-shreddingly intense. Half-brilliant. 
Neil Kulkarni 



Architecture And Morality (EMI) 

That anyone now mistakes OMD for one of 
these schlocky school disco reunionistas is 



chiefly Andy McCluskey's own fault. Primarily 
for starting to second guess what direction 
Orchestral Manoeuvres In The Dark should 
be going in after their first four albums 
instead of trusting his instincts (and for the 
abominable Atomic Kitten). This however, 
from the Peter Saville design upwards is a 
perfect album. It achieves the philosopher's 
stone of making pop music that is at once 
futuristic and robotic as well as being 
soulful; as warm and familiar sounding 
as it is alienating. The album hangs round 
the conceptual joke of having two odes to 
that feminist/Marxist/French nationalist/ 
Christian icon Jean D'Arc but it is elsewhere 
in the ambient wash of 'Sealand' and the 
glamorous industrial synth pop of 'Georgia' 
that the real treasure lies. 

One can only hope this leads to a similar 
reissue of the staggering Dazzle Ships. 
John Doran 



Toward The Stars (fivefour) 

These mid Fifties recordings catch the mighty 
Le Sony'r Ra in his early days as a Chicago 
bandleader more likely to sport a natty blazer 
and slacks than a Cosmo-Nubian dashiki 
with matching antennae.The music, too, 
is still struggling to throw off the shackles 
of conventional, mainstream bebop and big 
band jazz but already there are tantalising 
glimpses of things to come. Classics like 
'El Is A Sound Of Joy' somehow manage 
to be both inside and outside the tradition 
simultaneously- neat, urban swingers made 
strange by Ra's skewed, angular horn charts. 
'Sun Song,' with its space-aged Hammond 
organ and exotic chimes and bells, is about 
as trippy as it was possible to get in 1 956; 
and it's almost impossible to fully appreciate 
how utterly whacked-out 'India' must have 
sounded then, mixing cod-Oriental electric 
piano chords with ethnic percussion and 
cymbal splashes to create a shockingly new 
conception of music. 
Daniel Spicer 
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Sebadoh 

The Freed Man (Domino) 
The Hold Steady 

Almost Killed Me 

Separation Sunday (Full Time Hobby) 

Ween 

Chocolate And Cheese (Schnitzel) 

Who knew the prescience sage Lou Barlowwas 
when he rang us, nigh forever-ago, with this bon 
mot: "Time, time is magic/And sometimes magic is 
so very, very boring". Did it ever seem, when it was 
unfolding in real time, that Indie Rock c. 89 would 
decamp into this? A 52-track reissue of 80 per cent 
hiss made re-relevant by another band that refused 
to die -Dinosaur Jr? Dinosaur Jr, who reunited in 
2005, spawned on by reissues of the first three 
records -the legendary line up of Lou, J Mascis and 
a pimpley Murph? That line up died, and thus begat 
Sebadoh, a solo band of bedroom miserable and 
sigh sigh sigh; 'twas the perfect inverse of Mascis' 
sagacious solos and domination and tender 
feelings. Mascis was always on the Typical Boys 
trip: I can't talk to you cos my feelings are secret. 
Barlow is, as we now call, decades later, 'bloggy'. 

But the bigger question to be sniffed at here 
- on the occasion of a broken-up band's reissues 
reuniting them prompting a cash-in on potential 
interest on a side-spur band's long buried, 
marginally relevant early record; with all fare-thee- 
wells forsaken Indie Rock Is A Brain Eating Zombie 
That Refuses To Die! Those who feel they were 
unrewarded in their time (their time was before 
Indie Rock understood it's full potential as a cash 
market) are lining the aisles of the record store with 
their coifers out, prying at us with glistening eyes, 
whispering and winking, "Remember me?" 

Our guess is that the success of reunion fever has 
something to do with our collective age - Dinosaur 



and all those other dinosaurs, their fan base is 
spanning 29-44, and like, who the fuck wants to 
get old?! Sure, '91 was a great vintage. Sure, we 
can keep the feelings alive, but it's a bad look, this 
pre-grunge Big Chill-ism. To paraphrase Crass: Do 
we owe them a living? Of course we fucking don't. 
So let's face-fuck the future and let the dead bury 
the dead. 

While we're on the topic of getting really dead 
high on nostalgia, listening to the first two long 
players by The Hold Steady works like lawn seats 
at a Simon And Garfunkel reunion show; second- 
hand nostalgic trauma bong shoxx abound the 
breezes with the price of admission. Your patience 
with, and enthusiasm for, this band's recorded menu 
will likely depend on how this concept strikes you... 
and if that doesn't sound like a ringing fucking 



[Lou] Barlow is, as we 
now call, decades 
later, 'bloggy' 



endorsement, put away the Yard Jarts and let's start 
all over again, 'cause these boys can M*A*S*H. 
The short version you can trust: Almost Killed Me 
is a grower not a shower, but Separation Sunday 
is the nickel and tinfoil-plated mindblower. 

The Hold Steady are pegged a bar band but are 
rightfully a hip hop group, for we all know nostalgia 
is the sub-atomic particle of boom bap and road- 
raging FM rock. Sure, they're bar rocking, even 
when the rhythm section is cracking hard like The 
Jesus Lizard. Whatever you say, chief. But check the 
nouns and verbs, esp. on Separation Sunday; Craig 
Finn's hussy flow is straight Keats and MrScarface 
as much as Phil Lynott or The Boss: things were 
realer when my drug slang was on the daily and my 
dude was on the take. Reverend Cleophus James hit 
me up the side of my head for talking the dirty-dirty. 



I have been half in love with easeful death. I stabbed 
a dude for cruising my block and crushing on my 
chick. Charlemagne has something in his sweat 
pants. Finn's tall metaphors have all the patois of 
the riled-up, terminally engaged scumbag selves 
we usually try our damnedest to hide with the 
good china and the toenail clippers. He invites the 
mysteries of his characters and dispels them, puts 
them on the road to perdition and sanitation. When 
the band's perfectly useless ornamental guitar lines 
blaze and the conceptiest concept album that ever 
concepted slams shut like the mighty tome it is, 
something in you will feel a, dare we say it, human 
connection. And it ain't just those Tom Petty riffs or 
the ghost of the big man ready to step in with a sax 
solo, rest assured. 

Ween were music for back when we knew 
how to roll jointz, but were utterly unschooled on 
hump science ortalking about the colossal hopes 
of where a good record collection can get you. 
We liked Ween for a winter, on some Shimmydisc 
snack where they sounded aptly fardled but 
sometimes songful. We were too young to get 
the Leonard Cohen joke of the cover. 

Years later, their popularity was an entree for 
hippies into our scene. It was easier to disown Ween 
and not deal with it. Ween were puerile at a time it 
seemed deadly to treat the folly of youth as anything 
other than a pit stop. Ween, bless them, stayed at 
that pit stop by the highway of tastelessness, and 
turned it into a vast labyrinthine multiplex of shitting 
dog humor and wack blue-eyed soul glory holes 
that never seemed to offer release (sorry). 

Chocolate And Cheese, like all their records, 
is funny the first time through and on subsequent 
visits radically dispiriting in a way that transcends 
the very cruellest highlight reels of your previous 
"potty humor joke band teen self-hate jive" 
experience, the Alpha and Omega, beginning and 
ending of all that was and all there is to be. Yes, 
Ween are a nostalgia band, in their own "aggressive 
and uncomprehending" way. Phooey. Never Allan 
Sherman or even They Might Be Giants, but now 
verboten, verboten, verboten. 
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albums reissues 



Too Short 



Bible Of A Pimp (Sumo) 

Oakland legendToo Short was just another 
rapper before he discovered the word 'Bi- 
aaatch!' Just another wannabe pimp 
shotting demos out the back of his car. The 
first two of the three tapes collected here, 
1 983's debut Don 't Stop Rappin' and 19$b's 
Players, are from this phase. Their awkward 
homage to the NY sound (with bonus gay 
synth) is fine but dwarfed by the third tape, 
1 987s artistic breakthrough 'Raw, Uncut And 
X-Rated', a 40-minute barrage of premium 
grade misogyny upon which he'd base the 
rest of his glittering career. To be fair it's not 
just the 'B' word that's great, it's glee in his 
delivery of it. His insight into the blurry line 
between worship and hatered lends it a 
versitility second perhaps only to 'fuck' in 
mainstream English. So the hardline of 'She's 
A Bitch' where Short says, "All females are 
bitches to me" 'is tempered by the more 
vulnerable 'Invasion Of The Flat Booty 
Bitches', where he admits, "I know what's 
up, I need a nasty bitch with lots of butt, If I 
can 't find one anywhere it turns my dreams 
to nightmares". It's a dilemma he's still 
struggling with to great effect 20 years and 
a handfull of platinum albums on, but he's 
yet to match the infectious exuberance of 
that tape. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Catenna Valente and 
Silvio Francesco 



Ole Caterina (el) 

Another blissful easy listening gem from 
el Records, this time something intimate 
and minimal from 1 956. Duetting to near- 
telepathic precision with her brother Silvio 
and backed only by their own virtuoso 
acoustic guitars, the Italian star Ms Valente 
charms her way through a dozen Spanish 
numbers. Initially successful in Germany, she 
sold over a million records by the age of 25 
and would go on to international fame in the 
Sixties as a regular on US TV variety shows. 
Some songs are ridiculously frantic and fun 
('Maria Christina'), some swooning and 
gloriously romantic ('NoTe Importa Saber'), 
and a few are perhaps too familiar in other 
versions, such as 'Sway' (Quien Sera), and 
'Aquarelo Do Brasil'. 

Doubtless someone like The Avalanches 
will help themselves to a sample or two, but 
for 35 minutes of sheer heavenly elan, one 
can't beat the original source material. And 
Ms V looks unassailably cool on the cover, 
resplendent as a tomboy matador. 
Dickon Edwards 



Down In A Tenement Yard :Sufferation 
And Love In The Ghetto 1973 - 1980 
(Soul Jazz) 

There's been grumbles about quality control 
around th ese Trojan com ps recently but this 
is spot on, being brimful of gems and far less 
arduous than its title might suggest (the liner 
notes address the cultural voyeurism of the 
roots aficionado's immersion in the urban 
deprivation of others). Highlights are many, 
among them Lee Perry's stately chaperoning 
of Brent Dowe's 'Down Here In Babylon', 
Gregory Isaacs' sweetly thunderous 
'Motherless Child' and Tapper Zukie's fluid 
DJ tour de force' \J\v\nq In The Ghetto'. Bobby 
Melody's 'Hunger And Strife' offers a very 
early Adrian Sherwood artefact for the On-U 
Sound completist and the Niney- produced 



1 2-inch mix of Dennis Brown's 'Why Seek 
More' offers a superb bonus snapshot of the 
kind of disco-friendly reggae/ funk hybrid 
which would later be smoothed out and fired 
chartbound by the likes ThirdWorld and Inner 
Circle, the latter's awesome 'Tenement Yard' 
(with Jacob Miller) here being reason enough 
to have this. 
James Papademetrie 



Rumble In The Jungle (Soul Jazz) 

It's weird to remember that the bland, 
formulaic muzakthat is much of today's 
drum'n'bass came from roots this raw, this 
packed with energy and life. Combining 
acid-house influences with influences from 
dancehall and hip hop, the jungle scene 
spawned a clutch of thrilling, action-packed 
records before dropping the ragga elements 
and mutating into safe, 'intelligent' 
drum'n'bass. Rumble In TheJungle\s an 
odd mix of super-hits ('Incredible', 'Original 
Nuttah', 'Super Sharp Shooter') alongside 
rarities and odds'n'ends, and the rationale 
behind the tracklist is questionable when 
there are more comprehensive collections 
available.The cover doesn't do it any favours, 
either - it's dressed up more like a Sixties jazz 
reissue than a riot of junglist nuttahs. But the 
music, of course - from Ragga Twins' acid- 
drenched 'RaggaTrip' to the ruffneck Half 
Breed remix of Poison Chang's 'Illegal 
Gunshot' -sounds as vital as ever. 
Robin Wilks 



Whitesnake 



Live. . . In the Heart of the City 

ComeAn'Getlt 

Saints & Sinners (EMI) 

Ex-Purples turn vanilla fudge into white 
powder and penetrate the size-obsessed 
ghetto female market. Live, like David Live, 
is psychedelic England hooligan music with 
glam/folk guitar playing. On CAGI, the West 
Coast fusion keyboards are chopped an' 
screwed, the bass and drums are Chic an' 
cheerful, and the singer sounds like an 
American prostitute vomiting semen. The 
lo-NRG version ofthetrafficked-flesh field 
holler 'Here I Go Again' on 5&5is almost 
worse than Ute Lemper's genital mutilation 
of 'Alabama Song'. Vanilla Fudge's drummer 
founded 75 per cent blonde King Kobra, 
whose singer had a sex change.The next 
Venom singer's real name is Sharon Cohen. 
Dave Queen 



The Wild Cherries 



That's Life (Half A Cow) 

These Melbourne lads cut eight sides 



between '67-'68 of the electric blues variety, 
flaunting sweet organ verve, guitar wails 
and a righteous Otis Redding man-crush. 
The singles are credited to Barry Lyde - it's 
actually Lobby Loyde, who was on the verge 
of a name change. Loyde (who sadly passed 
away last month) was a God-like axeman 
with lightning bolts for fingertips, but given 
his notorious reputation for murdering 
amplifiers he sounds audibly restrained here 
and his lyrics sound hurried like they were 
scribbled on bar napkins, seconds before 
hitting record. A primordial live set from '65, 
before Loyde joined, is evil compared to the 
singles, though 'Krome-Plated Yabby' and 
'Try Me' remain deep gashes of originality. 
Essentially pun-friendly pub rock with feeling 
(soul) and street-walking durability (sole). 
Shane Moritz 





pontaneous Music Ensemble 

Quintessence (Emanem) 
Frameworks (Emanem) 
Iskra1903 

ChapterTwo: 1981-3 (Emanem) 

Martin Davidson's Emanem label documents key moments 
in free improvisation quietly and with great dignity. 
Underneath the unprepossessing, functional packaging 
lies unerring aesthetic radar with a strong grasp on 
the music's past. These three historical documents are 
particularly fine examples of Davidson's curatorial ethos. 
Quintessence sees the Spontaneous Music Ensemble 
core of John Stevens (cornet, percussion) and Trevor Watts (soprano 
saxophone) complemented by Kent Carter on double-bass and, for over 
half of the double CD, Evan Parker on soprano saxophone and Derek Bailey 
on guitar. The quintet material, recorded live at the ICA Theatre on February 
3, 1 974 is extraordinary, an exemplary offering of fiercely individual players 
subsuming to the greater will while retaining their own characters. The 
playing is sensitive and razor-sharp and, for all the caricaturing of free 
improvisation as a relentless grind to listen to, Quintessence covers broad 
ground, lighting on some beautifully rarefied passages. Disc two's trio and 
duo performances see Stevens taking over the music: no bad thing, but these 
performances are more directive and easy to read, though the vocalisations 
on 'Daa-Oom' are arresting. 

Frameworks documents performances from 1968, 71 and 73, with 
Stevens and Watts joined at various points by key figures like Julie Tippett, 
Kenny Wheeler and Paul Rutherford. These performances are built around 
Stevens's 'pieces', like 'Click Piece' and 'Sustained Piece', whereby he offers 
guidelines for performers to move into group improvisation. As a result, the 
three selections on Frameworks can feel programmatic, though 'Familie 
Sequence' and 'Quartet Sequence' both move into some impressive 
vectors of free playing. Those looking for the variegated 'insect music' 
of Quintessence may be disappointed, but here the SME trade in a slightly 
more conventional kind of beauty, which is another pay-off. 

Rutherford connects Iskra 1 903 with SME: the first Iskra line-up also 
featured Bailey, though Philipp Wachsmann (violin) replaced him; Barry 
Guy (double bass) completes the trio. The previously unreleased recordings 
from the early Eighties that make up Chapter Two are revelatory, offering 
a glimpse of the trio at their most conducive and discursive. Wachsmann's 
violin gouges scratchy lines or thick waves of noise from string-and-wood 
while Rutherford's trombone blurts 'incongruously precise' lines across the 
page. Their use of electronics shadows the instrumentation with a plasmic 
radiance. Evan Parker turns up on the final track, a salutary salvo to end 
220-minuteset. 
Jon Dale 
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James Yorkston 



Roaring The Gospel (Domino) 

To most eyes there's not much to the Scottish 
coastal town of Kingsbarns. A few houses, 
a post office, a pub and the obligatory golf 
course are all that marks it out on the route 
around the East Neuk (corner) of Fife. It is 
also the birthplace of Fence Collective 
regular James Yorkston. "What would you 
say/If I offered this all up/To move like a 
wreck to the Neuk, "sings Yorkston on album 
closer 'La Magnifica'.The song captures the 
ambivalence of Yorkston -and the Fence 
Collective as a whole - to fame. Recorded 
with King Creosote, this was the first song 
that Yorkston wrote after Moving Up Country 

- his first album for Domino - had sucked 
him into a whirlwind of A-list parties. "The 
song basically says-shall we go home 
now?" says Yorkston. 

This album recalls some of the quieter 
highlights of Yorkston's career so far, 
collecting together B-sides, deleted and 
unreleased tracks revealing Yorkston's folky, 
lo-fi, homemade sound. It features a wealth 
of unexpected treats from banjo to bazouki 
and concertina to clarinet-this is music 
made by whatever is available to hand. Most 
controversial is the cover version of 'SongTo 
The Siren'. Yorkston admits that the record is 
a homage to the version by This Mortal Coil 

- by the time he recorded it he hadn't heard 
theTim Buckley version. It might have been 



a good idea to do some research though. 
Sadly, this rendition just doesn't measure up 
to either version. 
Stuart Aitken 



Sarolta Zalatnay 



Sarolta Zalatnay (Finders Keepers) 

The story of Hungarian pop star Sarolta 
Zalatnay is biggerthan one CD can contain 
(or, for that matter, one CD booklet, as 
curator Andy Votel's 1 6-page essay contains 
so many raw facts and bewildering names 
that one easily loses the plot). Rare music 
fetishism and hyperbole really ought to live 
apart from one another, but in Votel's world, 
they rarely do - and for good reason, as 
once again, the final product is a stunner, 
chronicling the hottest parts of classically- 
trained actress/international model/ 
rock'n'roll celebrity Zalatnay from the early 
Seventies. Collaborating with rock groups 
like Locomotiv GT, Skorpio and Metro, she 
comes off like a flaming goddess from on 
high, an Eastern Bloc reinvention of Janis 
Joplin, or at the very least, Ruth Copeland, 
screaming and hustling over 1 9 tracks of 
hirsute, break-laden progressive funk. 
She's got soul, scandalous moves, 
and the sort of regional iconography that 
transcends the sort of categorisation today's 
divas just can't cop, a real gone, orgone 
libertine for times we won't ever know again. 
Doug Mosurock 
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Musician and artist Tara Jane O'Neil talks about ecstatic tambourines, spontaneous drawing, 
Riot Grrrl and her former band Rodan. Everett True takes fascinated footnotes 



You went down to ATP. Tell me about that. 

"We got to play right after Joanna Newsom. She 
got to do her heavenly angel routine and we did our 
cracked tambourine orchestra. 1 It was beautiful." 

You're living in Portland? Do you travel much? 

"A lot. I was supposed to go home for the 
summer and try to get a job. " 

Doing what? 

"I heard about this thing called play therapy 
when I was in Ireland last week. You hang out 
with kids and you have toys and they play and you 
analyse them. And they tell stories with sand. I could 
do that. I had a lot of conversations like that over the 
weekend at ATP. People who've been playing music 
too long, they're unqualified to do anything." 

So what are you going to do if you stop playing 
music? Start to eat properly? Do you worry about 
your diet? 

" No, I have a great diet. ATP kind of fucked me 
but I don't eat sugar, don't eat dairy. I eat organic 
food. I haven't had fast food for 1 years. " 

Did you notice a change in yourtemperament? 

"I'm very balanced now." 

So, Rodan. I associate the time we first met 
with loss of innocence. 2 



"Me too. I remember a long trip in the van that 
had no windows and I was sitting on the floor. There 
was a terrible thunderstorm and we were listening 
to [Tom Waits album] The Black Rider. We thought 
we were going to die. And I was so young and there 
was you sitting next to me and these were my last 
moments being spent with you. 3 How was it your 
loss of innocence?" 

That seemed the last time I had any purity in 
my life. Straight after that [April 1 994] Kurt Cobain 
killed himself. 

"That was definitely kind of the end of 
something. We came back from that tour and 
all hell broke loose in our little world. There were 
similar casualties to do with the whole rock'n'roll 
reality that blew everything apart. So we broke up 
the band and I moved to New York. " 

Why New York? 

"I had friends there, I could play music there 
and I had a girlfriend there. Between 1 994 and 
2000 I don't remember anything." 

Were you on drugs? 

"No. I was going through too many things as a 
person to be able to state what actually happened. 
After 2000 everything got more deliberate. " 



Did you ever consciously decide to be an artist? 4 

"No, and I didn't consciously decide to be a 
musician either. I just end up doing these things 
all the time. But I'm thinking about making them 
commitments real soon. The system in America at 
the moment is terrible. Funding never even crosses 
my mind. It's impossible. I have a book coming out, 
my second book on Yeti . " 

So when do you normally create art? 

" I doodle a lot on tour. I have a couple of 
hangover doodles." 

Do you still get drunk? 

"I did at ATP 5 1 don't like hangovers. I had 
quite a mild time. There were people staying up 
till 7am. I didn't do that." 

When you start on one of your paintings do you 
have any idea what it's going to be? 

"Not really. It's pretty spontaneous. It's like a live 
music show. When I record the stuff I figure it all out 
and then be led by the lines after I have it down. I do 
it live a lot. I have a dancer, he used to be in Hazel, 6 
the maniac older hippy guy dancing with them? He's 
with me. I put him behind a white sheet background 
like a shadow, he does stunts. I playoff of him. 
I think London really liked it." 



NOTES 

1 .Tara is a guitarist and 

musician, from Louisville 
initially — she ploughs an 

introspective, sweetly 
feminine groove: swirling 
guitars, pedal steel and 
flutes. Over the years, she's 
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released several solo and 
collaborative albums; but 
you may know her first band 
the best, the proto-math 
rockers Rodan. They were 
controlled, but emotional - 
a storm of intentions and 
stern glances live. Her new 



album In Circles is folksy, 
gentle and tender; but for 
live performances she often 
likes to improvise while a 
male cohort dances - Dave 
Pajo from her old muckers 
Slint andTortoise played 
with her at ATP. 



2. Not so much for Rodan 
themselves, as for as the 
storm clouds that were 
gathering around us as 
we rolled gleefully down 
verdant hillsides, and argued 
music bullshit in dusty 
massive houses. Nights were 



blustery, concerts were 
(even now) indelibly stained 
with sweat and beer and 
red noise. There was a rather 
childish touring joke that 
did the rounds back then... 
Knock knock. Who's there? 
Interrupting cow... 



3. Interrupting cow wh... 
M0000! 

4.Tara 's art is a lot more 
mischievous than her music: 
still sweet, scratchy, but 

with flashes of insight into 
characters, situations. A bird 




'Every time I play with 
other people I remember 
how lovely collaboration is' 



So why do you still create art and make music? 

"Well, they keep coming, these songs. This 
was supposed to be my farewell tour. As a secret to 
myself I was going to hang it up for a while and go 
searching for my big sky, but every time I play with 
other people I remember how lovely collaboration 
is. So I get all these other ideas, like the ecstatic 
tambourine orchestra. I could do a whole record 
of that and be so happy. I guess that's not going to 
make the British tabloids. Did you know that Beth 
Ditto lives in my old room?" 

Why did you start making stuff? To get chicks? 

"It was so different then. You live in a small town 
and there's nothing to do. You've got a guitar and 
your friends have got a guitar, so you get together 
and you get so excited for the first time in your life 
when you're 1 6 in a punk rock band. I guess that 
was it. Then, at the same time that we were talking 
about, things really switched over to people in their 
basements being marketable entities." 

Do you feel like a marketable entity? 

" No. I guess I could be. Maybe I'm stuck back at 
the beginning of why I started all this. My music's 
not the same but. . . maybe I should get out of that 
mindset. I'm getting old. I'm 34." 



We should talk more aboutyour art. Do you like 
your art being in a gallery? Why isn't it framed? 

"I had to bring it over on an aeroplane." 

Does it bother you? 

"There are ways it could work. I think it looks 
alright. This collage [points to a giant array of 
pictures on the wall] works well the way it is. " 

I wondered if you were making a statement 
about the disposability of your art. . .Do you manage 
to sell your work? 

"Last year I made more on my paintings and 
drawings than I did on record sales. " 

Do you see it inany sort of context with other 
people's work? 

" It's a similar quantity with trying to do that with 
music. Groups of people cluster together and make 
some kind of a movement, and I would say I'm 
associated with any movement but. . . " 

You're not down with the Riot Grrrls? 

"They still here?" 

Sure. You've heard of Ladyfest. Wasn't Rodan 
a RiotGrrrl band? 

"The first show we played was the RiotGrrrl 
tour. It's true." 

You stayed at Huggy Bear's house in Brighton . 7 



"That's true too. I have many Riot Grrrl friends. 
I lived in Olympia for 1 months. I played with a 
former Riot Grrrl, Rachel Cams. She was in Kicking 
Giant and Slant 6 and The Need." 8 

The Need were a great band. 

"Fuck yeah. We were a band together called 
The King Cobra." 

We were talking about your art. . . 

"I'm adoodler. Like my friends say, I'm a 
processing plant. I guess you could say I'm the 
Queen Bee. That's kind of Riot Grrrl. In my little 
honeycomb I process all these people, these 
pasty Anglos." 

Who are your favourite artists? 

"Favourite artists? Dead Indians in north America 
who drew on rocks. That's me being sincere." 

Because they're dead. . . ? 

"No. That's not the point. You're so mischievous, 
so mischievous. So you think I should retire?" 

No. Well, maybe. You could come back and be 
the new Shellac or something. 9 

"ThenewSlint?" 

Yeah. Hmm. So you were responsible for math 
rock? Thanks a lot... 

(Tape cuts off) 



hangs in a luminous bubble: 
a mermaid quits poking 
needles into her voodoo 
doll to smoke a crafty fag: 
a man with elephant ears 
and a penis for a noise looks 
tired. I meet her this year in 
Arsenal's 96 Gillespie gallery 



(www.96gillespie.com) 
where her work is being 
exhibited: lo-fi, no frames, 
mostly pen and ink -a cow 
with birds alighting on its 
arse, a collage of hinted-at 
escape routs. It's all very 
Plan ^, actually. 



5. Probably not entirely 
unrelated to the fact her 
girlfriend dumped her by 
text at ATP, a fact she later 
happily shared with her 
audience. Sure, she had 
gossip; but I'd be betraying 
confidences to relate it here. 



6. A hippie-esque punk- 
pop band from Portland, on 
Sub Pop: the label's signing 
of them I took to be the 
beginning of the end -but 
their singer Pete Krebs is 
quite charming solo, in 
an Elliott Smith way. 



7. Where her bandmates left 
a pan so encrusted with cold 
porridge we had to throw it 
away the next morning. 

8. Theatrical post-Riot 
Grrrl band from Olympia: 
predated the new wave 



synth revival as led (briefly) 
by The Rapture eight or nine 
years ago. 

9. A sly reference to the 
current trend for middle- 
aged men to relive their 
youth in public. 
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mind games 

Words: Daniel Trilling 



Democracies, dictatorships, the passing seasons, love and 
death. ..this month at the movies 



The War On Democracy 

dir John Pilger, Lionsgate UK, out 1 5 Jun 
Taking Liberties 

dir Chris Atkins, Revolver, out 8 Jun 
The Battle Of Algiers 

dir Gillo Pontecorvo, Maiden Voyage, out now 
Climates 

dir Nuri Bilge Ceylan, Artifical Eye, out now 

Film is the most manipulative form of communication ever 
invented. You watch, suspended from any tangible reality, 
while images and sounds are spewed out at overwhelming 
size and volume and a speed beyond your control. You can't 
shout back and you can't pause to think things over; you are 
utterly at the mercy of what the screen in front of you decides 
you should see. 

It's strange, then, that we place so much trust in 
documentaries. Especially as in recent years they've tended 
to blend their facts with a rather comforting brand of info- 
entertainment.Think Michael Moore and his mastery of 
archive footage in Farenheit9/1 /, or cuddly personalities like 
Morgan Spurlock in Super Size Me. There's also a common 
thread in that many of these documentaries appeal to a 
vaguely lefty audience, driven away from TV and newspapers 
by their increasingly bland and conservative output. 

John Pilger comes from a different age of documentary 
makers, where directness was always the best policy. The 
latest of these, The War On Democracy, is no exception. It 
begins in modern-day Venezuela, a country whose president 
Hugo Chavez is either a socialist revolutionary, according 
to the millions of poor Venezuelans who voted for him, or 
a dangerous megalomaniac, according to rich Venezuelans, 
international oil companies, and the US government. 

In a grisly narrative, Pilger argues that US hostility to 
Venezuela is in step with its attitude that Latin America as 
a whole is its 'back yard'; a region to be exploited in order 



This would be funny 
if it wasn't so deadly 



serious 



to protect American business interests. During the ColdWar, 
the US helped overthrow democratically elected governments 
in favour of vicious right wing dictators. 

Nowadays, argues Pilger, the US prefers to bully its 
neighbours with money rather than military might. He shows 
how the 2001 coup attempt in Venezuela, when a group of 
army generals tried to take control of the country, was partly 
financed by a US non-profit organisation called the National 
Endowment for Democracy. And if the irony of that last point 
was lost on you, Pilger is on hand with a gently mocking tone 
of voice to point out that yes, this would be funny if it wasn't 
so deadly serious. And it's this serious: the US (with the help 
of allies like Britain) has overthrown 50 governments and 
bombed 30 countries since World War 1 1. 

The War On Democracy doesn't do what a modern 
documentary is supposed to. You don't leave the cinema 
feeling entertained, warm and fuzzy inside. You leave feeling 
uncomfortable, angry and with a head full of questions. Is 
Chavez really as great as Pilger says he is? Are people all over 
the world rea//y 'rising up' against imperialism? And if they 
are, what are they turning to instead? And - most importantly 
-what do /have to do with any of this? But that's the point. 
This film doesn't provide neat conclusions, because there 
aren't any. It's not an end, it's a beginning. 

That's exactly the kind of film Taking Liberties wishes 
it was. It's a call to arms that details how our civil liberties 



have been eroded by the last 1 years of Labour government. 
ID cards, removal of the right to protest, creeping police 
powers: all of these things are happening, and yes, they are 
a threat to our freedom, but it's horribly confused. It gets its 
history in a twist (at one point it implies that the Rwandan 
genocide was down to ID cards), has a horribly gauche 
soundtrack (as peace campaigner Brian Haw describes his 
arrest, Radiohead's 'Karma Police' plays in the background) 
and relies on a tacky sub-Michael Moore brand of humour 
to get its point across. True, clips of George Bush looking 
a bit dim are mildly amusing, but one of David Blunkett 
looking gormless? He's blind, for fuck's sake. 

If you want satire, better to try the re-released 1 966 
classic The Battle Of Algiers. It's a fictionalised account 
of the French army's attempts to quell an uprising in their 
then colony of Algeria; an utterly compelling lesson in how 
imperial power will always fail to control the people it seeks 
to dominate. And, 40-odd years after its release, the satire 
keeps coming. Some total spanner at the Pentagon recently 
decided to show this to a group of generals so that they might 
learn how better to run Iraq. 

Just time to mention the best of this month's DVD 
releases, theTurkish film Climates. A couple try to rekindle 
their failed relationship, its dying stages mirrored by the 
seasons as they change from summer, to autumn, to winter. 
It's beautifully shot, in a way that totally alienates the viewer 
from the two main characters, Isa (played by the director) 
and Bahar (played by Ebru Ceylan, his real-life wife). We 
demand that film lets us poke around in other people's 
psyches. Climates's refusal to allow us this raises an utterly 
tragic question about human relationships: how can 
this bag of skin and bones and water that was dear to 
you just moments ago suddenly become so utterly foreign 
and unknowable? 

No documentary is ever going to answer that. 
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design for life 

Words: Emma Pettit 

Sydney Pollack's new film explores 
the life and work of controversial 
architect Frank Gehry 

Architecture got cool some time ago, with high 
profile personalities such as Rem Koolhaas and 
Zaha Hadid giving the construction design industry 
a rock'n'roll edge, but 2007 is now shaping up to 
be the Year Of The Building in filmmaking terms. 
Best-selling Arabic novel The Yacoubian Building is 
getting a cinematic makeover, while Saint Etienne's 
latest film endeavour shifts its attention to London's 
Southbank Centre at the end of June, with a live 
premier event of This Is Tomorrow, their new 
documentary about the history and rebuilding of 
the Royal Festival Hall, detailing the surprising 
beauty found in its concrete structures. 

The big daddy of showcasing the aesthetic 
pleasures of architecture on film opens this month 
too, in the form of director and producer Sydney 
Pollack's film Sketches Of Frank Gehry. Famed 
for his iconic features The Way We Were and 
Out Of Africa, this is cinematic mogul Pollack's 
first documentary project, which reflects on the life 
and work of his friend and fellow American creative, 
the award-winning and sometimes controversial 
architect Frank Gehry, whose own blockbusters 
include the arresting Guggenheim Museum in 
Bilbao, the Vitra Design Museum on Germany's 
Swiss border, and Walt Disney Concert Hall in 
Los Angeles. 

After receiving several requests by people 
interested in making a film about his work, Gehry 
decided to invite Pollack to take up the challenge, 
despite his reservations: "When he asked me if I'd 
doit, I thought he was crazy. It's not just that I didn't 
know anything about making documentaries, 
I didn't even know anything about architecture. 
That's why you're perfect, he said. " This, coupled 
with Pollack's connections and clout with an array 
of high profile interviewees - Dennis Hopper, Bob 
Geldof, Ed Ruscha and Julian Schnabel (who does 
the perfect impression of 'LA Artist', complete with 
white robe, shades, golden throne and triple malt 
in hand), etal. 

Granted open access to Gehry's studio and 
workshops, home and construction site visits, 
Pollack gradually builds up an image of a quietly 



ambitious man with a wild imagination, charting 
the transformation of Blue Peter-esque cardboard- 
and-plastic-straw 3D sketches and rudimentary 
constructions into the huge, striking and highly 
individual structures for which Gehry is celebrated. 
What the film reminds us is that Gehry's designs 
are extraordinarily imaginative, full of risk and 
take architecture into the realm of the visual arts 



Gehry's designs take 
architecture into the 
realm of the visual arts 



- they might be functional bricks and mortar 
complete with windows, lifts and stairwells in the 
end, but Gehry's buildings are breathtaking and 
highly experimental works of art, with an often 
subversive twist. 

As well as showcasing some of his major and 
more intimate projects (including his own house 
and Maggie's Centre in Dundee), Pollack delves into 
Gehry's personal history and pleasures; his interest 
in building blocks and sketching as a child, an early 
job driving trucks long distance across America. 
We learn of his long-standing fascination for fish, 
the scales and sheen of which form the basis of 
inspiration for many of the materials used to clothe 
his architectural shells, and his love of hockey, which 
inspired him to build a hockey practice centre in 
Anaheim fortheNHL's Mighty Ducks. 

There's the odd protester to the throne thrown 
in for good measure, but Pollack is clearly a fan as 
well as a friend, and the reverent tones of strings 
and piano accompanying the visual splendour of 
Gehry's work only add to this presentation of an 
architectural genius sometimes slightly amazed 
by his own creations. 

Sketches Of Frank Gehry opens on 29 June 




in the spotlight 

Words: Stewart Gardiner 

The bitter jealousies of French 
director Henri-Georges Clouzot 

Filmmaking is at heart an act of collaboration, but in 
France during the German occupation that idea seemed 
nothing more than a cruel joke.The options for those 
within the country's film industry were limited indeed. If 
they elected to continue working, it was collaboration. 
Henri-Georges Clouzot chose work and his early career 
suffered as a result. He made Le Corbeau m 1 943 for 
Continental Films Paris, which was under Nazi control. 
A success at the box office, it nevertheless attracted 
strong criticism from all sides. The story of a French town 
torn apart by poison pen letters, Le Corbeau \s pretty 
damning in its portrayal of each and every citizen. The 
Nazis disliked it for exposing their practice of encouraging 
people to denounce their neighbours. The opposition saw 
it as dangerous in its depicting French society as weak- 
willed and amoral. The net result was an outright ban on 
Clouzot's filmmaking after the war, yet the intervening 
years have been far kinder to the film, which is now 
rightly hailed as a classic. 

The HG Clouzot Boxset (Optimum World) brings 
together three of his most important pictures, including 
Le Corbeau, a UK DVD exclusive in QuaiDes Orfevres 
(1 947) and the marvellously bleak action flick, Wages 
0fFear{1%3). QuaiDes Orfevres was the first film 
Clouzot made after his ban was lifted. It's a policier, more 
concerned with the bitter jealousies, deceit and greed 
at work in a marriage than with its internal mystery, its 
whodunit. Despair seems inevitable, yet hope is injected 
into proceedings during the final moments, which is 
uncharacteristic for Clouzot. But that's not to suggest 
the movie is a bed of roses. His protagonists have gone 
through the wringer, and hope remains only an idea. 

Wages Of Fear positions its men in grave danger, 
driving trucks filled with deadly volatile explosives to a 
distant oil field. Perhaps the closest reference point is 
John Huston's The Treasure Of The Sierra Madre (1 947), 
a decidedly bleak and uncaring study of greed. Yves 
Montand plays the Bogart-like figure, an anti-hero 
as louche as he is bored with living, motivated only by 
money. His companions are degrees more sympathetic, 
but not by much. These are men cut off from the rest of 
society, in this case French colonial Latin America. It's a 
tremendous action film, gutsy and unremitting. But it's 
the strong whiffs of death and destruction around every 
corner that elevate it to greatness. There are bumps 
and jumps along the way, and one supremely shocking 
moment that is not so much out of the blue as torn from 
the very fabric of the movie. 

It's a punishing journey, and is the purest expression 
of Clouzot's decidedly misanthropic viewpoint in this set. 
Le Corbeau may damn a whole town - but Wages Of 
Fear's boils down humanity to a natural state of baseness. 
Clouzot's doom and gloom feels earthy and blunt- in 
no way existential -yet that gives it its punch, straight 
to the gut. 
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short cuts 

Words: Everett True 

OneDotZero's new collection of 
shorts is a bewildering kaleidoscope 
of ideas 

I don't quite understand short film. My attention 
span is fleeting, and I have a problem sitting myself 
down in front of a TV long enough to digest 
sequences of rapid-fire ideas. Especially when, half 
the time, the ideas don't exist perse and the film 
turns out to be a music video, or a giant moving 
abstract colouring book, or giant cardboard boxes 
devouring entire cityscapes. No, wait. I liked that last 



hang in my hallway (Takagi Masakatsu's 'Toner')? 
Want to see desperate teens trying to out-run a 
digitising Tron-type world that transmutes their 
flesh into lines and dots (Richard Fenwick's excellent 
and disturbing 'RND#1 6 Artificial Worlds V.3.0')? 
Want William Blake's forests reinterpreted as 
cities via puppetry and 2D animation (Guilherme 
Marcondes' 'Tyger')? Want dodo-eating octopi, 
pre-pubescent schoolchildren aping their elder 
peers, or even a giant friendly soot-ball stalking 
a deserted city by night, feeding upon the smog 
of society (Yves Geleyn and Julien Genoulaz' cuddly 
French 'Soot Giant')? You've got all that and more; 
enough to counter the occasional dull Coldcut 
promo or ugly post-Monty Python graphics. 
My three favourites, however, are more 
traditional. First is Adam Smith's cautionary tale 




dir John Boorman, 1 965, Optimum, 91 mins 

Surprisingly engaging teen exploitation movie starring Dave 
Clark and his Five as five ordinary blokes who decide to give 
up the rat race . . .oh wait.That's not going to sell you. On 
his directorial debut, John Boorman {The Exorcist, and, erm, 
Excalibur, chortle) injects a pleasing amount of pathos and 
melancholy into the rain-swept streets and bohemian dreams 
of middle England: much of the camera-work focuses on 
streets and buildings racing by, anonymous, as Clark and his 
cute model companion take to the road, encountering pervy 
suburban types, outrageous dope-smoking beatniks, society 
hipsters, ad men and more. It's got a sad ending, too ! A cult 
classic, and deservedly so (the songs aren't half bad, either). 
Everett True 




DirDaniele Thompson, 2006, Optimum, 101 mins 

Unashamedly sentimental look at the entertainment industry; 
kinda like the structure of Magnolia meets the pathos of 
Woody Allen's Broadway Danny Rose, but set in Paris' 
theatrical district and centered around wide-eyed Jessica, 
a waitress (the spunky, indefinably irritating Cecile de France) 
who improbably befriends a TV soap star, a concert pianist 
and a hi-falutin art collector, among others, all in the space of 
three days. There's an eyeful of the Eiffel; rain; casual banter 
among the elite; emotional trauma (with a pointed reference 
from a character to 'modern suffering' as opposed to 
'suffering'), and... well. If you enjoy Allen's self-regarding 
later work then you might enjoy this. 
Everett True 



Want dodo-eating octopi, pre-pubescent 
schoolchildren or a giant friendly soot-ball? 



one... and am quite fond of a few examples of the 
other two, as showcased on the new collection of 
shorts collated by OneDotZero. It's just: one more 
bloody Bloc Party video done in the style of Gorillaz 
and heralded as the forefront of modern digital art 
(Minivegas' fanciful 'Helicopter' promo)? Please. 
Another selection of random images set to a trance 
soundtrack (Alex Chandon's smart yet soulless 
'Borderline', wherein London turns into a nightmare 
Escher-esque scenario)? Do me a favour. 

Still, onedotzero_select dvd5 brings together an 
eclectic array of filmmakers and ideas: in fact, there 
are more ideas contained within the 20 shorts here 
than in a month's worth of mainstream theatrical 
releases. Want high-tech horror hallucinatory horror 
that fuses present-day anime with ancient Japanese 
philosophy (Allesandro Pacciani's 'Jinniku No 
Umarekawa')? Want impressionistic splashes of 
colour merging in a kaleidoscopic fervour across 
your TV screen - any still from which I would happily 



of late night drinking and cab-hopping, 'What 
Goes Up Must Come Down', with some excellent 
laidback Streets-style hip hop courtesy of North 
Of Ping Pong, engaging banter and Kathy Burke 
as a cab controller. Next are the wicked South Park/ 
post-YouTube graphics of director Duncan Beedie's 
puerile but hilarious Russell Crowe spoof, 'The 
Making Of Gladiator' (the same cock joke repeated 
over two minutes, but all the funnier for it). Pride of 
place goes to the longest piece, Ian W Gouldstone's 
BAFTA-winning eight-minute UK film, 'Guy 101'- 
a low-key story about cruising in a gay Internet chat 
room, told using old school computer graphics and 
a deadpan voice, its sense of timing immaculate as 
the tale unfolds, creepier by the second. 

Love to see that opening for Shrek 3, rather than 
some cutsie piece of Dreamworks garbage. 

onedotzero_select dvd5 (One Dot Zero) is out now 
through Vital 




dir Stuart Gorden, 2005, Tartan, 82 mins 

Too many stage plays lose their intimate sparkle when 
adapted for the screen; equally, too many horror movies 
suffer from bad dialogue. So here's an inspired combination: 
David Mamet's play - an uncomfortable look at one man's 
dark night of the soul - adapted by the man behind the two 
best HP Lovecraft movies, Re-Animatorand Dagon.Jhe result 
is a truly startling and daring Dante-esque descent into 
personal hell, with a gripping performance from William 
H Macy recalling David Thewlis in Naked.WWh doses of 
pitch-black comedy and going to more uncharted places in 
82 minutes than most films manage in three hours, Edmond 
is one of the films of the year. 
Dickon Edwards 



94 1 plan b 



back issues & subscriptions 



UK - £4.00, EU airmail - £5.50, Rest of the world airmail - £7.50 

Send cheques to Plan B Publishing, PO Box 5047, Hove, BN52 9WY, UK 

Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card, or Paypal 

If you have enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com 



The next issue of Plan B is in WH Smith, 
independent newsagents, Borders, HMV, 
Fopp, Virgin Megastores, Waterstones and 
all good record shops the week beginning 
2 July 2007. If you have difficulty finding 
a copy, please enquire at your local record 
shop. For independent newsagents, you 
can ask them to order it at the counter, 
or email andrews@warnersgroup.co.uk 



- 




'^•\Li * ..' £ 




ff 


T^wBsO^^mA 












3r!3r*Jf v 




Issue 21 

Battles, Frida Hyvonen, 
Chris Corsano, Mute 
Records, Jeffrey Lewis, 
Bjork, III Ease, Blonde 
Redhead, Gowns, Colin 
Newman, Stereo Total, 
BARR, KurtVonnegut, 
Silver MtZion 



Issue 20 

Electrelane, 
Messthetics, The Hold 
Steady, CocoRosie, Roll 
Deep, RobynJheEx, 
Infinite Livez, Good 
Shoes, XBXRX, Black 
Lips, The Gossip, Albert 
Maysles 




Issue 14 

The Gossip, Ronnie 
Spector, new Osaka 
noise, Camera Obscura, 
Dead Moon, M Ward, 
Noisettes, Casiotone 
ForThe Painfully Alone, 
James Holden 



Issue 13 

Silver Jews,Gogol 
Bordello, TV OnThe 
Radio, Magik Markers, 
Can, Wet Dog, JME, 
Dresden Dolls, Ut, 
Mudhoney, Grizzly Bear, 
New Flesh, Various 



GRINDER 



MAN 



Issue 19 

Grinderman, Patrick 
Wolf, Arthur Russell, Of 

Montreal, Misty 's Big 
Adventure, Klashnekoff, 
Bonnie 'Prince' Billy, 
Panda Bear, Clipse, The 
Hospitals, Jennifer 
Herrema 

C3 ^£j 



ti£k2 




Issue 12 

The Long Blondes, Final 
Fantasy, Mike Patton, 
The Pipettes, The Coup, 
dubstep, last.fm, Black 
Lips, Jana Hunter, Alex 
Smoke, Matmos 




■'*■ m • ■ 



Issue 18 

Herman Dune, Joanna 
Newsom, Danielson, 
The Monks, Michael 
Mayer, Courtney Love, 
Frida Hyvonen, 
The Hold Steady, 
Marnie Stern, 
Fucked Up 



Issue 17 

Deerhoof, RonAsheton, 
Subtle, Wolf Eyes, The 
Evens, Mizz Beats, 
Gogol Bordello, Ian 
Svenonius, Acid 
Mothers Temple and 
the Melting Paraiso 
UFO 



Issue 16 

Sunn 0))) and Boris, 
Erase Errata, Mastodon, 
The Blow, Clark, 
Bill Drummond, 
Joanna Newsom, 
Matthew Friedberger, 
Ghostface, Sparks 



Issue 15 

CSS, Slayer, 

Outsider Music, Spinto 

Band, Circulus, Black 

Angels, Zombi, 

His Name Is Alive, Team 

Shadetek, Raindance 

Film Festival, MF Grimm 




Issue 11 

Yeah Yeah Yeahs, The 
Knife, Aphex Twin, Sonic 
Youth, Scatter, Nalle, 
The Concretes, Spank 
Rock, Battle, The Organ, 
TV Personalities, Jack 
Rose, The Seconds 



Issue 10 

The Research, Dirty 
Three, Liars, C-Mone, 
Young Marble Giants, 
Nathan Fake, Earth, 
Jens Lekman, Belle And 
Sebastian, Neil Gaiman, 
Young People 



Issue 9 

Cat Power, Animal 
Collective, The Go! 
Team, Daniel Johnston, 
Shooting At Unarmed 
Men, Okkervil River, 
Baby Blue, Spoon, UK 
electronica, Instal, 
Ladyfest, Panico 



Issue 8 

Black Dice, Devendra 
Banhart, a female 
response to crunk, 
Franz Ferdinand, Sufjan 
Stevens, Vashti Bunyan, 
AlexanderTucker,Sons 
And Daughters, Patti 
Smith, Yat-Kha 



Be- VTSE 








Issue 7 


Issue 6 


Issue 5 


Issue 4 


Issue 3 


Issue 0.5 


Issue 


Sonic Youth, Smog, 


Afrirampo, Electrelane, 


Arcade Fire, Ellen Allien, 


Smoosh, Lydia Lunch, 


Magnetic Fields, John 


Joanna Newsom, The 


SOLD OUT 


Kevin Blechdom, 


Antony &The Johnsons, 


M Ward, Yeah Yeah 


Roots Manuva, Comets 


Peel, LCD Soundsystem, 


5678s, Shystie, Comets 




Oneida, The Blow, 


Sleater-Kinney, 


Yeahs, Nirvana, Lance 


On Fire, M Ward, Bright 


TV On The Radio, 


On Fire, Jack Rose, 




Architecture In Helsinki, 


Quasimoto, ESG,Gang 


Bangs, Hood, Prefuse 


Eyes, Deerhoof, The 


Avenue D, Nick Cave, 


Marine Girls, David 




Optimo, Bloc Party, A 


Gang Dance, Martha 


73, Slint, Sway Dasafo, 


Field Mice, Sons And 


The Mae Shi, !!!, 


Cross, Benicassimjhe 




HawkAnd A Hacksaw, 


Wainwright, Final 


Tracy & The Plastics, 


Daughters, JeansTeam, 


Spektrum, Rodney P 


Thermals, Ian 




Black Mountain 


Fantasy, The White 
Stripes, JTLeroy 


Alisdair Roberts, M. LA 


The Gin Palace, Losoul 


and UK hip hop, RTX 


Svenonius, The Bug, Le 
Tigre, Estelle 





SUBSCRIPTIONS 



UK - 1 2 issues for £35 (save £4.90 on the cover price) 

EU airmail- 12 issuesfor£55 

Rest of the World airmail - 1 2 issues for £75 

Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, PO Box 5047, Hove, BN52 9WY, UK 

Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card, or Paypal 



Check out www.planbmag.com for 
web-exclusive interviews, reviews, articles 
and staff weblogs, stockist information, 
gig guide, secure ordering and the ever 
throbbing discussion forums. 

Plus archive articles and reviews from 
the first two years of Plan B. 



plan b 1 95 




Plan B is pleased to be acting as media 
sponsor for Panic Attack!, an extensive 
new exhibition celebrating the art of the 
punk and post-punk era taking place from 
June to September at The Barbican, London. 

The groundbreaking, influential music 
of the late Seventies and early Eighties 
underground was matched by radical moves 
in visual art -from films and performance to 
sleeve-art, zines and photography - and it's 
this that Panic Attack! explores, with work 
from British and American artists such as 
Derek Jarman, Nan Goldin, Under, Robert 
Mapplethorpe and Jamie Reid. As co-curator 
Ariella Yedgar points out: "A highly active 
cultural dialogue took place between the 
art worlds of London and New York, but the 
work of British and American artists from 
this time has seldom been seen side by side. 

"Although the punk and post-punk 
period is known to have been one of great 
energy and innovation in terms of music and 
design, Panic Attack! argues that the art of 
this era shared many of the same concerns 
and attitudes, reflected in the main strands 
of the exhibition," she says. "These are: art 
as a form of social critique and work that 
employed the urban landscape as a symbol 
of social crisis; work that used transgressive 
bodily imagery to explore themes of 
sexuality, violence and empowerment; the 
use of collage and appropriation to subvert 
images circulating in the mainstream, and 
the employment of do-it-yourself means of 
cultural production and dissemination; and 
work by artists who set out to document 
their own subcultural scenes, or drew on the 
power of subculture as a vehicle for dissent." 

Does she see an influence from this 
period on young artists working today? 

"Absolutely, especially if one thinks 
of the resurgence of performance and the 
ways in which the medium has evolved 
and expanded in the past few years. The 
appropriation of imagery in the mass media 
-magazines, film, television, advertising - is 
a strong feature in the work of many artists 
of a younger generation." 

Events are running alongside the exhibition, 
which are free to same-day ticked holders 
unless otherwise stated. You can find out 
about all of these, and about the regular 



Under Untitled, 1977 



exhibition guided tours, at www.barbican. 
org.uk. Here are some selected highlights. 

Fri 8-Tue 12 June 

Cinema In The Punk Years 1974-1984 

A selection of British and American features 
and documentaries including Derek Jarman's 
The Last Of England {plus short films) and 
Downtown 81, a portrait of NYC artist Jean- 
Michel Basquiat. www.barbican.org.uk/film. 

Wed 27 June, 6.30pm 

Curators In Conversation 

£3, or free to same day ticket holders 

Redgrave Room, Level 4 

Mark Sladen, co-curator of Panic Attack!, 
and Michael Bracewell, co-curator of the 
recent ICA exhibition The Secret Public 
discuss the two exhibitions. 

Wed 4 July, 6.30pm 

Let It Blurt 

American writer and art critic John Slyce 
discusses the origins and impact of punk 
related art in Britain and America. 

Wed 25 July, 6.30pm 

Live Performance by Linder 

Participating artist and key figure of the 
Manchester post-punk scene, Linder, 
performs a live piece for the Barbican. 

Wed 8 August, 6.30pm 

Life That Isn't Living 

WriterTracey Warr explores the relevance 
today of punk art's attack on humdrum 
conventional life. 

Wed 15 August, 6.30pm 

Introduction To The Exhibition 

Ariella Yedgar, discusses the use of collage 
and appropriation by artists in the exhibition. 



have a panic attack for free 

The first four people to answer the 
super easy question below will win 
a pair of tickets to the exhibition. 
Which seven-inch single sleeve 
featured Linder's collage of a 
woman with an iron for a head? 
Send your answer to frances® 
planbmag.com by Friday 1 5 June 



flying north 

Words: Neil Cooper 

Art, design and sound intersect with folk music and 
furniture in four Scottish and North-Eastern exhibitions, 
previewed and reviewed 



Kaff e Matthews' Sonic Bed 
Scotland 



Tolbooth, Stirling, May 23-27 




As participants snuggle into the customised 
interior of Kaffe Matthews' Sonic Bed_ 
Scof/aftc/installation, the pummelling they 
receive from the bed's built-in speakers is just 
the latest addition to Matthews' pan-global 
dormitory. Part of Le Weekend's experimental 
music festival, Sonic Bed_Scotland\s the 
latest version of a work similarly purpose- 
builtfor London, Shanghai, Taipei and 
Quebec. Crucial to Sonic Bed_Scotland\s 
the presence of pipers Jarlath Henderson 
and Chris Gibb on Uillean and Scottish 
Highland and Border pipes respectively. 

Given the stress Matthews (above) puts 
on physical reactions to sound, it's telling 
that her formative years were spent both as 
a drummer and as an engineer at acid house 
clubs. Where such primitive manipulations 
are designed to make audiences move en 
masse in limb-twitching submission, Sonic 
Bed_Scotland\s strictly static, a horizontal 
expression of vertical intentions. You can find 
out more about the ongoing Music For 
Bodies project at www.musicforbodies.net 



DIY: Design It Yourself 



The Changing Room, Stirling, until 
June 9 




Legitimacy in a throwaway world is the 
eternal art/pop/punk paradox. Part of The Six 
Cities Design Festival, DlYs self-generated 
gig posters, record sleeves, T-shirts and other 
packages both confirms and runs counter to 
received wisdom. Hand-knitted by off-radar 
itinerants seizing the means of production 
then scribbling over its airbrushed sheen, 
archived moments become legend. 

Peter Savile's early Factory posters and 
Raymond Pettibon's Minutemen and Black 
Flag sleeves set contrasting tones. Optimo's 
screenprint for last month's show by Blurt, 
Wounded Knee's customised buff brown 
pay-day envelope CDr sleeves and Uncle 
John and Whitelock's restyled vintage blues 
covers favour classic reappropriation. 

You can touch and play most of what's 
on display as well as look. While poring 
over Annabel Wright's variations on 
a sleeve, Bill Wells' 'Also In White' makes 
a jaunty accompaniment. 
www.stirling.gov.uk/changingroom 



Harry Smith Anthology 
Remixed 



alt.gallery, Newcastle UponTyne, until 
June 30 




alt.gallery have conspired with a disparate 
tribe of 84 DIY artists and music/noisemakers 
including Jad Fair (above), Jeffrey Lewis and 
Wolf Eyes' John Olson to visually interpret a 
track each. The resulting drawings, paintings, 
photographs, texts, scrawls, gloops, doodles, 
collages and comic strips are as gloriously 
primitive as their musical forbears, 
embracing too Smith's free-thinking 
psychedelic sensibilities. 

Song and artist are married with care, so 
Michael Nyman responds to one of only five 
piano-led tracks, and Marcus Coates applies 
his shamanic pastiche to Hoyt Ming And His 
Pep-Steppers 'Indian War Whoop.' 
www.altgallery.org 



No Fixed Points - Drawings 
by John Cage and Merce 
Cunningham 



Inverleith House, Royal Botanic 
Gardens, Edinburgh, until July 8 




In downtown New York, modern dance icon 
Merce Cunningham is rolling the dice.This 
random action will decide which of his 20 
drawings will replace 1 3 by his life-long 
collaborator, composer John Cage.This UK 
premiere gradually dovetails works outwith 
the chosen fields of these giants of 20th 
Century performative Zen. 

In 1 988's 'New River Watercolours' and 
1 990's 'River Rocks And Smoke' series, Cage 
moves between hazy seascape washes and 
outsize lipstick kisses on scorched earth 
smoke-prepared paper. Cunningham's pen 
and ink creatures wait to pounce one by 
one. Cunningham and Charles Atlas' 1 976 
f i I m Blue Studio: Five Segments sh ows 
throughout, while the Filmhouse screens 
Cage-related works, www.rbge.org.uk 
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it ain't fair 

Words: Everett True 

John Sinclair's radical handbook 
Guitar Army gets a welcome reissue, 
and Plan B gets a surprise interview 
with the ex-MC5 manager/author 



books 



"John Sinclair is a huge lover with masses of curly 
black hair flowing all over his head and shoulders. 
John is a mountain of a man. He can fuck 20 times a 
day and fight like a bear. He and his White Panther 
brothers and sisters from Ann Arbor, Michigan, are 
the most alive force in the whole Midwest. 
Abbie Hoffman, Woodstock Nation, 1969 

I'm 1 6, grooving on the insurrectionary fervour 
generated by music and the underground press: 
Robert Crumb, Oz, Trina Robbins, Spain, Melinda 
Gebbie, Yoko Ono and her husband. Transfixed 
by the counter-revolutionaries of the Sixties: the 
yippies, Lenny Bruce, the Black Panthers, Malcolm 
X, Spiderman, the White Panthers, Valerie Solanas 
(SCUM), rock'n'roll as a tool of cultural revolution. 
Didn't necessarily believe all of it, but it fired my 
imagination. Listened to 'John Sinclair' on John and 
Yoko's protest album Sometime In New York City, 
relating to the sense of outrage bubbling through 
the crap Seventies production: "It ain't fair/John 
Sinclair/In the stir for breathin' air. " Never did figure 
out who Sinclair was: one of the IRA perhaps? "They 
gave you 10 for two, "Lennon lamented, perhaps 
making a crass reference to Sinclair's body count. 



'Rock'n'roll has not 
turned out to be a 
weapon of cultural 
revolution, but of 
cultural oppression' 



"What else could a poor judge do?" 

I'm 1 9, a student on the charged streets of 
Deptford, SE London; even more into the insurgency 
of the past and present; the anarchist punks, the 
French students, the beatniks, anyone oppressed 
by The Man. Find out about John Sinclair. Minister 
Of Informationand founder of the White Panthers, 
manager of "Kick out the jams motherfuckers!" 
The MC5, thrown in jail in 1970 for passing two 
marijuana joints to an undercover cop, given 10 
years (1 for two!). Sinclair quickly became a rallying 
pointfora generation, especially when John and 
Yoko played the John Sinclair Freedom Rally on 1 
December 1 97 1 . He was freed three days later. 

I'm46, talking on the phone to John Sinclair in 
Amsterdam to celebrate the reissue of his 1 972 
manual for revolt, Guitar Army (with added photos, 
and a killer 1 7-track CD of music and spoken word, 
including Allen Ginsberg's 'Prayer For John Sinclair', 
and tributes to John Coltrane). The book is more 
interesting now as a document then an instrument 
of change; but it's not difficult to imagine the impact 
it had - the way Sinclair propagated the idea of rock 
as rebellion, his refusal to take anything at face 
value. His writing burns with a revolutionary zeal. 




everett true speaks to John Sinclair 



How do you feel about Guitar 
Army being available again after 
35 years? 

"I'm glad it's out, but I don't have 
much emotional connection to it 
because the context has changed 
completely and it doesn't resonate 
well in the modern era. For example, 
rock'n'roll has not turned out to be 
weapon of cultural revolution, but an 
instrument of cultural oppression. What 
value [the book] has is that it captured 
something that was happening then 
but isn't happening any more." 

Do you recognise yourself in 
the book? 

"Yeah, that was me [laughs]. I was 
about 30. 1 was in prison when I put 
it together. It's a collection of columns 
for underground newspapers and 
other writings." 

When did rock'n'roll cease to 
be revolutionary? 

"It was in 1972; all the giant media 
corporations began to take over the 
underground radio and newspapers, 
and then they bought up all the groups 
-so you hadThe Eagles and Elton John, 
who had nothing to do with rock'n'roll. 
They solidified rock and have been 
dropping it on the heads of the public 
for 35 years. There's nothing in rock 
that's gone beyond Jimi Hendrix." 



Have there been any rock 
bands you've liked since? 

" Not too many, no. It's in jazz, 
gospel, reggae, black music. Also, in 
1 972, that's when they re-segregated 
rock'n'roll and it became music for 
white people. Rock got pretty boring. . . 
but then most people are pretty boring, 
taken by themselves [laughs]." 

What sort of reactions have 
you getting on your recent book 
reading tour? 

"Very positive. I get them laughing. 
I read the paean to rock'n'roll, dope 
and fucking in the streets quite a bit. It's 
a pretty convincing paean, even now. 
When people hear me read 'Vietnam 
Parking Lot Blues', they say, 'Jesus 
Christ, you could have said Iraq'. But 
when I tried to read 'Rock'N'Roll Is 
A Weapon Of Cultural Revolution', 
I was embarrassed. I had to stop." 

Do you have any regrets? 

"Yeah; going to prison, in a 
nutshell. I've been productive since 
then, but so far underground you have 
to pump the air into me. I've still got the 
same feelings on war and sharing and 
drugs, but they don't let you talk about 
it in public now. That's why we have 
our own Internet radio station 
(www.radiofreeamsterdam.com). Now, 
the most popular music is by amateurs 



who sing songs written by Barry Gibb 
-American Idol, it's absurd." 

Do you think there's a present- 
day equivalent toThe MC5? 

"No. There's nothing remotely like 
that. RageAgainstThe Machine just 
reunited in front of 60,000 people at 
Coachella. So what? It's one thing to 
have songs, but The MC5 wanted to 
overthrow the government. It wasn't 
like Bono trying to own Forbes 
magazine. We were part of a mass 
movement-and soul music was 
oursurrounding medium. Atlantic 
in the heyday of soul was an 
independent label. Now, no one has 
less soul than popular black artists 
today. They don't even know who Miles 
Davis or Muddy Waters were. 

"In the Sixties, you had all these 
young rock'n'roll fans with their long 
hair coming in to work for Elektra, 
Columbia, altering their aesthetics so 
they signed authentic regional artists, 
but these companies conglomerated in 
the Seventies, and the accountants 
started running the music industry, 
thinking in terms of millions of dollars. 
And once you get into the millions, it's 
a whole other world." 

Guitar Army is out now on Process. 
www.processmediainc.com 
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'I'm not to be 
"essedwith' 




0K f so clearly you have memorised (at least) 
one piece of ridiculous, overblown hyperbole 
regarding yourself. Please quote your 
favourite here. 

"I read somewhere something that said, 'Cheap is 
a word she never learnt to spell'." 

What is the biggest misconception about you? 

"That I need a full band." 

The most over-used adjective(s) about your 
sound? 

"Minimal." 

What word never gets used that should? 

"Astrologically fuelled." 

What concept or detail is always missed? 

" I like to refer to my other songs or recycle my own 
lyrics/lines within songs. " 

What was the most heinous lie you ever told 
in interview? 

"That I was injured by a bow and arrow. Hence my 
black eye. They didn't believe me, so didn't publish 
the interview." 



the astrologically fuelled 
revenge of ...scout niblett 

Words: kicking_k 
Photography: Steve Gullick 



What was your worst interview and/or 
photoshoot experience? 

" I hated the last set of promo photos this woman 
did for me. She put me in make-up and itfeltvery 
not me. I felt like fucking crying." 

What was the weirdest? 

"As far as interviews go, a friend interviewed me for 
a magazine called Lula a couple of years ago and he 
basically came off as trying to undermine me. " 

Be honest. Has music criticism ever actually 
helped improve your music, even if it's 
only by spotting a mistake or providing 
a second opinion? 

"I like it when people spot things they like in what 
you do which kind of confirms your own feeling 
about that element in what you do. It can give you 
courage in some ways to expand yourself in that 
area, for sure." 

If you were lucky enough to be a music 
magazine editor, who would you feature, 
and why? Who would you put on the cover? 

"Maybe Dave Cloud from Nashville, because I'd like 
to know more about him. " 



What do you do when a band you don't like 
cite you as an influence? 

"Doesn't bother me." 

Do you ever Google yourself? 

"Of course." 

What's the best/worst/weirdest experience 
resulting from this? 

"The best was seeing a thread about how I make 
the worst music in the world. It's been going for 
a few years. . . Some people pretend to be me on it. " 

What's the favourite of your record covers, 
and why? 

"The EP'I Conjure Series'. I like the look on my face. 
And the drum sticks in my hand." 

What does it, y'know, say about you? 

" I'm not to be messed with. " 

What brilliant (at the time) ideas regarding 
'direction' or presentation or whatever are you 
now glad you never followed? 

"I never have followed direction from anyone else 
but myself. One thing I'm glad Ididn'tfollow 
through on is ever letting anyone's negative opinion 
about what I produce affect what I do. " 

Have you ever made a music video that 
actually expressed something about the band, 
or has it all been empty multi-media gimmickry 
and super-superficial posturing? 

" I am proud to say I have never made a music video 
as yet." 

Are there any territories where you've never 
had any success? 

"I don't really keep track, but I'm sure there are 
some places out there. " 

What product/service/organization would you 
allow your music to advertise and why? 

"Stella McCartney already used 'Kidnapped By 
Neptune' for perfume. The only moral stance I have 
on this is that as long as I am not offended by the 
product/commercial then I am happy to be paid for 
my music to be used." 

What kind of film and/or scene would you 
most like your music to soundtrack? 

"Oh, I can't even imagine. Maybe David Lynch using 
something would be nice." 

Have you ever covered a song by a band you 
didn't like? 

"No. But I have covered the Cadbury's Flake advert 
theme." 

Who's the worst (or weirdest) band you ever 
supported? 

"Can't remember." 

And the worst (or weirdest) band that ever 
supported you? 

"I'm not saying." 

What's the most actually fairly insane thing 
a fan has done to impress you? 

"A kid called Matty in Minneapolis drew a whole 
comic book where the story and pictures all involved 
lyrics from my songs. It was crazy beautiful. I was 
really touched." 

What's the worst question you've ever 
been asked? 

"When are you getting a bass player?" 

What was your answer? 

"If and whenever I think I may want one." 
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